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POSSESSIVE LAWYER 


Beth 
The small brass plaque reads J. Sharkey. Attorney at law. 
The shark... I muse to myself. 


I need a real lawyer to help me and my dad out though, not 
some shady shark. 


It sounds too good to be true. He does one free case a year, 
plus he’s local so what harm would it do to at least ask if he 
could help? 


As soon as I see him though, I know I’m his. 
As soon as he touches me, I know I’m done. 


I never thought an older guy like him would ever go for a 
curvy younger woman like me, but like they say most shark 
bites are out of curiosity only. 


They never really attack unprovoked. 


Unless they know what they really want. 


Jarrett 


Twenty years I’ve spent, building a practice and making a 
name for myself. 


Now it feels like all the next twenty will bring is worrying 
about my retirement. 


I never made time for what she offers, because I never saw 
it up close. I never even knew it existed. I thought love at 


first sight was something desperate people dreamed of on 
lonely nights 


And she’s just walked right into my office, proving me 
wrong in a second. 


Her dad’s made a mistake, and her landlord’s making an 
even bigger one. 


rll fight using every legal angel at my disposal, for any 
client. 


But for her, I’ll do anything, no matter what it takes. Legal 
or otherwise. 


To keep her safe, to see justice served, and most 
importantly. 


To make her mine forever. 
*Possessive Lawyer is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


B eth 


“Sounds like you need ‘The Shark,” Tiffany says 
dramatically, knowingly. 


She’s the only waitress at the diner I work at that talks to 
me, but right now I’m in no mood for her stories or 
daydream fantasies. 


“What I need is for you to take my shift this afternoon. 
Please? So I can try and sort out this mess my dad’s got 
himself into,” I tell her, fighting back emotion. 


“Shark,” she says matter of fact, chewing something loudly 
before putting me out of my misery and agreeing to take my 
ten hour shift. 


Tiffany’s a bubble head sometimes, but she’s also saved my 
ass in the past, and again today. 


“Thank you,” I exhale, feeling a tiny bit less anxious. 


“I hope you get it sorted out, sounds scary, but this shark 
guy? He’s a real lawyer, never lost a case. He gets 


everybody off and he does one case every year for free, Pro 
Bolo.” 


“Pro Bono,” I correct her, groaning a laugh but thanking 
her, and the heavens for getting me the day off. 


“No sweat. I heard these two guys talking about him after 
seeing his ad the other day. Real mean looking guys too, but 
they were talking about the shark like he was some sort of 
saint.” 


Hanging up after gushing that I owe her one, already 
promising to do this Sunday to return the favor, I have the 
word ‘shark’ circling in my head for some reason. 


Tiffany sends me a text right after I hang up, the shark’s 
address. Not that I’m interested in any shady lawyers. I'll 
finish baking my brownies, something I always do when I’m 
stressed, and then PI... 


What am I gonna do? 


If I don’t find a lawyer to get my dad out of this whole lease 
agreement mess he’s got us into, we’re both royally 
screwed. 


The oven pings and my cell chimes again. 
Not now Tiffany. 
It’s a picture this time. A man. 


The kind of man I only dream of, with the word ‘Shark’ and 
a crazed emoji with some eggplant and mushrooms after it. 


It’s a magazine or print ad from a flyer. The man’s in a suit 
that fits, but his muscular frame is screaming through it. 
His arms bulge against the sleeves as he holds his chiseled 
jaw in contemplation. 


Piercing, intense dark eyes smolder underneath a cocked 
brow, his stubble-peppered lip curling in a half smile 
showing enough of his perfectly straight and glimmering 
teeth to show me he’s the full package. 


I only wish he had a full body shot. Maybe the swimsuit 
edition. 


As soon as I realize it’s really him, I feel my legs weakening 
and my t-shirt tightening against my stiff chest. I let out a 
small moan and feel a flush of warmth someplace nice. 
Suddenly twenty degrees hotter at the thought of a man 
like that down there. 


A real man. 


Not that I have any real experience in that department, I’ve 
never even kissed a boy let alone... 


But, if you’re gonna travel why not ride in a Rolls Royce? 
First class. 


Tiffany’s voice rings in my mind again, “..he does one case 
every year for free...’ 


I just know it’s him. He’s the one. There’s something in his 
intense gaze that tells me I’m already his. He’s the one who 
can save me. He’s the only one who can save me. 


And dad? 


Well... He can save dad too, I’m sure. But there’s a fire 
inside me now, lit by a single glimpse of him. I have to meet 
him, I have to put myself in front of him, whatever it takes. 


Lord only knows how hot he must be in real life if his photo 
turns my mound into a heated indoor aquarium. 


As soon as the Brownies are cool enough, the ones that are 
left after I’ve had my fill are in a paper sack and I’m off to 


the beach. 


The shark’s office is right across from the pier, which isn’t 
far at all. 


I hope he has a sweet tooth, I hope he’ll hear my case. 

I hope he can get me off. 

Whoa! Where did that come from? 

I mean, I hope he can help my dad and me out of this jam. 


I find the address easy enough, but if it wasn’t for the small 
brass plaque above the solid oak door, I’d never know he 
even existed. 


J. Sharkey. Attorney at law. 
The shark... I muse to myself. 


Taking a deep breath, I feel the sweat building on my palms 
as I push the door open, the entrance to a narrow wood 
paneled hall that has a room at the other end. 


I don’t know what to expect, maybe the swimsuit version of 
his photo? 


Maybe him fixing something. He looks like the type who’s 
great with his hands. 


Maybe... 
“Yes?” 


The nasally, high pitched voice breaks my reverie. The 
shark daydream bursting from fantasy to crushing reality in 
one second. 


“Can I help you?” the voice demands, more insistent. 


I peer over the high counter and my heart sinks. 


Miss perfect. His secretary. 


She’s what most people consider attractive. She’s in shape 
and has perfect skin, but her face looks mean, lifeless. 
Pointy. 


Like Malibu Barbie, painted with a judgy look in her eyes. 


I might have known. I almost groan aloud as I realize how 
foolish I can be sometimes, actually believing in my own 
imagination. 


As if a guy like this shark would ever go for a girl like me. 


“Can. I. Help. You?” The woman tones impatiently, as if she’s 
addressing a child. 


“Uh... I need to speak with... umm... Mr. Sharkey?” I hear 
myself stammer as she stands up, her hands on her desk in 
front of her, looking me up and down. 


With a raised brow, she notices my paper sack and I see her 
thin nostrils twitch. But her eyes go back to me, scanning 
my body before she shakes her head. 


“Sorry,” she says dismissively. “Mr. Sharkey is out. And if 
you don’t have an appointment...” 


“I can wait-” I hear myself squeak, creaking the boards as I 
move over to the small, thin chairs against the wall. 


The secretary’s eyes narrow, her lips purse together, as if 
she’s about to get nasty, but the sudden deep and sultry 
tones of a man’s strong voice make her sit down again. 


“I thought you said he was out?” I ask, settling into my 
chair, hearing it creak too but feeling like I have a chance at 
this after all. 


“Fine,” she huffs. “But you'll be waiting a Jong time.” 


And from the look she gives me, I know she’s going to make 
sure of it. 


I can wait. 
I think... 
I do have all day but my dad... those men... 


I hear the deep voice again, through the thick door on the 
other side of the room and I’m instantly calmed. 


Instantly aware of the effect it has on me, traveling through 
the solid woodwork, vibrating through the chair all the way 
up to my... 


A soft moan escapes me, and I hear evil Barbie’s voice from 
behind the counter. “Say something?” she sighs, not even 
looking up, scrolling through her phone. 


I clear my throat, as loud as I can, hoping I can lure the 
man out with a sound, followed by my opening of the paper 
sack, letting the aroma of fresh baked brownies fill the 
room. 


Nothing. 


I wait for what doesn’t feel like hours but probably is. It’s 
almost five by the time I jerk from my near sleep in the 
chair, the deep voice having kept me perfectly suspended in 
a state of something I’ve felt glimmers of before, but 
nothing like this. 


At more than one point, I feel like asking where the ladies 
room is, wondering if this growing wetness, this urge to 
touch myself is something else. 


But as soon as I hear the voice again, I know exactly what it 
is. 


It’s him, and I’m not budging until I see him. 


Five minutes to five rolls around, and getting up to leave for 
the day, his secretary buzzes through, telling Mr. Sharkey 
she’s leaving for the day as a smile plays on her lips, 
widening as my hurt registers that she hasn’t even 
mentioned me. 


CHAPTER TWO 


J arrett 


Growling, I look up at the clock. Bernice’s nasal twang 
through the intercom making my head hurt. 


It’s five to five, not five. 
Five to five. 


Just can’t find good help these days, even at that price. But 
no. I’m putting my foot down. 


Enough is enough. 


I’ve done nothing all day but try and find a replacement for 
her, and fix the AC in here which is on the fritz, again. 


I don’t even bother putting my shirt on. I never even put it 
on in the first place today. What’s the point? 


It’s hot as Hades in my office plus there’s no cases anyway. 


If only I could find something... someone... 


I swing my office door wide open in one swift movement, 
and I hear two people gasp. 


Bernice, who’s closest to me as she makes her way to the 
exit, and someone else. 


Bernice hovers in the doorway to the hall, I can feel her 
standing there, ogling my shirtless frame but I’m not 
interested in her. 


The other eyes on mine are deep, clear blue, and set into 
the face of an angel. 


I feel my heart go, like the cord binding it so tight my whole 
life has suddenly been let loose at the sight of her. 


We both just stare, her mouth dropping some as her eyes 
eventually leave mine, taking in my half nakedness and 
flushing deep crimson, her legs moving wider apart by 
reflex. 


Ready for me. 


I feel myself moving towards her, a low growl rumbling 
from me, mindful of the need to protect her all of a sudden. 


The need to get her away from other people. To get her 
alone as soon as possible. 


“Why are you still here, Bernice? And why didn’t you tell me 
I had someone...” 


I try to sound mad, cold even. But looking at her, whoever 
she is, her sweet face, and that body. 


I can’t even muster a sane thought let alone finish what I’m 
trying to Say. 


Bernice says something, but I’ve got my hand up, brushing 
her away with it. I think it’s safe to say I won’t be needing 
her services anymore. 


Ever. 
I’m looking at the only thing I want in the whole wide world. 


“Go. Just go,” I tell Bernice in a low voice, feeling the room 
lighten and brighten as soon as I hear the front door close. 
As soon as I’m alone with the only one I know I ever want to 
be with. 


She opens her mouth to speak, her breath shuddering as I 
notice her eyes dart down again from my chest, straight to 
my crotch which I feel stiffening under her gaze. 


A tiny sound is all she can manage. It’s a cross between a 
moan and a sigh, and I can only make my own low growl of 
approval as I move closer to her, holding out my hand and 
taking hers, which she automatically offers up. 


“Pm Jarrett.” I introduce myself, but as soon as her hand 
touches mine, I know I’m done for. 


I’m finished. 


There’s suddenly a tangible reason for the feeling inside 
me. It’s like a light’s been turned on and my whole life up 
until now has been in complete darkness. 


I feel my head shaking in disbelief, her own bobbing. 
Another moan escapes her as her eyes gloss over, rolling 
back in her head before she pitches sideways in a complete 
faint. 


I catch her before she falls too far, sweeping her up into my 
arms by her hand in mine, registering how soft she feels. 
How light and fragile she is as I carry her into my office, 
kicking the door closed behind me, grateful when I hear the 
bolt click. 


Guaranteeing we won’t be disturbed. 


Laying her gently on the long leather couch, I notice how 
hard she’s making me, her face pressed against my naked 
chest. Her long, thick blond hair flowing over me, teasing 
me and bouncing against the thickness of my now insanely 
hard cock against my pants. 


My heartbeat so loud in my ears, thumping in my chest like 
a piston. I don’t want to set her down, I want to hold her 
forever but at the same time I want to see more of her. I 
want to take all of her in before she wakes. 


She’s fainted alright, although her breathing is rapid and 
her pulse matches mine. 


I try to swallow, but my mouth is dry, my palms sweat and 
my fingers even tremble a little as I brush the hair back 
from her face. 


It’s thick, like her chest, which is rising and falling rapidly 
under her tight white tee. Stiff pebbled nipples swell even 
harder and little mewing sounds escape her as her eyes 
dance under her closed lids. 


She’s fucking perfect. 


Her wide and thick, creamy thighs are just right. Showing 
me more than I can bear as the split in her white skirt gives 
me the most delicate hint of the treasure she’s carrying. A 
girl who’s built for loving and definitely made for 
motherhood. 


A low moan escapes me, and my hand absently strays to my 
own organ, so hard now I feel I could climax without even 
touching it, without even touching her. 


But it’s the only thing I want to do right now. And a hell of a 
lot more after that. 


Being a law man, I know the rules. I can’t touch her, not like 
that. Not without her permission, which I vow to draw from 
her as soon as she’s... 


Her eyes flutter open, she gasps and I moan again when 
she squeezes her legs together. Her dreamy eyes holding 
onto the fragment of something. 


Something good, and something I hope involves me. 


I quickly bring a chair over, sitting down to try and hide my 
own arousal, but I know she sees it, making another little 
whimpering sound. 


“You fainted,” I tell her, biting my lip. 


n 


“Do people even...” she starts to say, sitting up suddenly 
before sinking back down again. 


“Yeah, they do. And you did,” I tell her again, wanting to 
touch her, but not wanting to ruin my chances either. 


“Do you have a medical condition?” I ask, worried why 
she’d faint and always mindful of people wanting to sue, I 
can’t say I’m surprised she has. 


The waiting room is a little cooler, but not by much. It’s like 
an oven in my Office. 


n 


“No,” she scoffs gently. “I just...” she looks up at me again, 
and she sighs, her hand absently reaching out for me and I 
take it, reliving in the magic of her touch. 


“Thank you,” she says after a few moments, her voice 
shaking, and my own breathing getting harder. 


“T-I’m Beth,” she stammers. “I came to...” 


“Beth,” I growl softly. Squeezing her hand, I fight the urge 
to bring it to my mouth, to press it against my aching cock. 


Finally, a name to match this feeling. And she’s right here 
in my damned office! 


Beth. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


B eth 


As soon as he touches my hand, as soon as I see that bulge 
in his pants, I’m done. 


I don’t know what comes over me, but it feels like 
something comes loose inside me, like all my wits and 
reason leave me as soon as our fingers touch. 


Like I need his fingers someplace else right now, but it’s too 
late. I melt like a snowflake in his grip, sinking sideways 
into complete blackness, feeling like I’m being lifted up into 
the air by a god. 


Coming to, I can’t believe I fainted. But I do believe the 
power the man has once I reach out for him again and he 
takes my hand, proving the sensation all over again. Almost 
making me faint again. 


He’s sitting in a chair, towering over me and his whole 
upper body is naked, tense. 


I can see each fiber of his muscles under his perfectly 
smooth, tanned skin. They move in time with his breathing, 


which is almost as fast as mine. My heart is still pounding in 
my ears, it only makes sense once I see the look in his eyes. 


The intense look of someone who’s found what they’ve been 
looking for. 


The look of someone who wants me. 


I’ve never experienced it, and I’m by no means an expert. 
Maybe I hit my head when I fainted? 


But no. It’s the look alright, and I only hope I’m 
broadcasting the same wanting desire that I feel deep 
inside. 


I don’t just need Jarrett Sharkey, attorney at law to help my 
dad. I need him for a dozen other things, starting with the 
exploding chemistry between us. 


The sudden and pained memory of his secretary flashes to 
the front of my mind, making me hesitate. 


Surely that’s his girlfriend, wife or at least, the piece of tail 
he uses from time to time? A man like this, he’d have 
command over whichever woman he chooses and I’m 
guessing he probably has a string of them. 


“What happened to...?” I ask, confused a little. But his 
finger presses against my lips as he leans in closer as he 
reads my thoughts, I can tell he doesn’t even want me to 
say her name. 


“She’s gone,” he says in a deep voice, the same deep voice 
that soothed me all afternoon through his office door. 


“For good,” he adds, but I still feel unsure. 


How could, why would an older man like this go for 
someone like me? 


“Forget about her,” he says firmly. “Tell me about you. I 
want you...” he says, his tone softening as he reddens a 
little. 


“I want you to tell me what’s brought you here. Why you 
fainted in my waiting room?” he asks, stumbling with a grin 
to correct himself but making sure I catch his double 
meaning. 


“Do you always rescue damsels in distress, half dressed?” I 
ask, giving him my own coy look as my eyes scan his torso 
once again, which he flexes unconsciously. 


“This? Ugh. No! And I don’t think you’re in distress, are 
you?” he asks, still leaning in close enough for me to feel 
giddy from his scent. Masculine but fresh. He’s like the sea 
air mixed with something else. 


Something dangerous that I can’t pinpoint, but know I want 
more than anything. 


“T can put a shirt on,” he muses, letting his eyes travel 
across my body, halting at my nipples, which I know are 
thick and poking through. 


“I don’t mind,” I whisper. Feeling another wave of my own 
arousal pulse through me, hotter than ever under his 
intense stare. 


Pd normally be dying of embarrassment, worrying about 
what somebody else might think looking at me up close. But 
with Jarrett, it feels natural. His low sound of approval 
telling me he likes what he sees. 


“I’m sorry you waited so long, Bernice is-, wasn’t the best 
secretary. I was actually fishing for a replacement for her all 
day. Do you type by any chance?” he asks hopefully, trying 
to change the subject. 


The thick line in his pants tells me he’s having trouble 
getting off the subject that’s screaming out between us. 


I shake my head in a silent no. 


“T work at a diner,” I tell him softly, still lying back, feeling 
like this is the best therapy in the world. 


His face clouds when he hears this, and his mouth tightens. 


“Is that why you’re here? Something happened? If 
somebody...” he starts to say, pounding his fist into his 
hand, but I cover my hands over his as I tell him no. 


He takes my elbows and helps me to sit up. “Then what is 
it?” he asks me tenderly, reaching out his hand to brush my 
hair back but stopping himself. 


He leans back, crossing one leg over the other. I should feel 
hurt, but I know he has a job to do, he’s reigning in himself 
and bringing his professional self out. 


“Its my dad,” I start. I had it all mapped out in my mind, 
everything I wanted to say but I hear my voice cracking as 
soon as I start and before I can get any further, I’m bawling 
like a baby. 


I’m not lifted up in his arms this time, but Jarrett guides me 
by the arm to a soft chair in front of his desk, and through 
bleary eyes I can see him taking his seat on the other side, 
slipping on a tank top before putting a box of tissues in 
front of me. 


I cry for a few minutes and I can see the effect it’s having 
on him, but he’s not budging. He's just waiting for me to 
finish so he can do his job. 


I want to be hurt, mad or upset, but I also feel better sooner 
because he’s being so strong. Wanting to help me by just 


being here. Waiting for me to tell him my problems so he 
can help. 


And once I dry my eyes, I can see his face is set with a 
determined look, and he tells me so himself. 


“Whatever it is, Beth. I’m going to help you. We’ll get 
through this, I promise. Now, from the top, tell me what’s 
happened.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


J arrett 


It takes everything I have, all my control not to touch her, 
not to reach out and just hold her in my arms. 


Seeing her cry is killing me inside, but I need her to be 
clear, to be strong before she tells me how I can help. 


I know that if I held her right now, I wouldn’t be able to 
focus on helping her. I would only focus on pleasuring her. 
And I’m not a hundred percent sure that’s what she wants, 
despite what both our bodies are telling each other. 


I have to be her lawyer first. After that? Well.. I’m just 
itching to find out. 


Stupid Bernice. Wasted hours with Beth sitting out there, 
just feet from me, when she could’ve been in here... we 
could’ve been... 


Focus Jarrett. Lawyer first, remember? For all you know 
she could have a boyfriend, or worse... ah shit, what if 
she’s... ? 


“First things first, Beth,” I hear myself ask her in a 
commanding tone. 


“Ts there anyone else? Err... anyone I should call. Husband, 
boyfriend? Seeing as you fainted,” I add, but it’s clear what 
I’m really asking. 


She smiles ironically through her tears. “No, Jarrett. 
There’s nobody. Just me.” 


My relief isn’t supposed to be so obvious, but she sniffles a 
laugh through her subsiding emotions. 


“You look surprised.” 


I open my mouth to tell her I’m relieved, but stop myself. 
We'll have plenty of time to talk if I have anything to do with 
it. For now, I need to help her legally. The rest, my own vow 
to protect her will follow suit. 


Creasing a smile, I urge her to tell me her problem. I’ve 
heard it all. Nothing she can tell me will shock me. 


“My dad... He rents our house and his workshop, he’s a 
mechanic... from a man,” she says tentatively. 


I have a lot of questions, but I know from experience to let 
the client have their go first, plus she’s already had those 
waterworks, so I know it’s probably gonna be an ugly case. 


I encourage her to go on, leaning back and listening as I 
watch her. 


God! I could look at her all day, listen to her speak forever. 
As long as she’s not crying though, or in any danger. 
Whatever it is, I promise myself I’ll make it right. I’ll fix it 
for her. Oh yeah, and for her dad of course. 


The thought of her in danger makes my jaw clench and my 
hands become fists again, which I force myself to relax so 


she can go on with her story. 


“The lease was up for renewal, and the owner let it slip, but 
we kept paying rent and the owner even repaired the hot 
water service at the workshop, so dad forgot about the 
lease too in time. Three months passed before the owner 
swung by... he had dad sign some papers, telling him it was 
the lease renewal.” Beth’s face grows pale as she 
remembers. 


“What happened Beth?” I demand, not able to take much 
more suspense. I need to know who’s troubling her, so I can 
take care of them. 


Legally or otherwise. 


“It was horrible, some men came by the house when I was 
home alone, about a week later. The owner, he said the 
rent’s gone up. Double, and the first installment was due 
that week, he’s said we were overdue ever since. Now he’s 
threatened us with seizure of dad’s workshop if we don’t 
pay, the shop is his only income.” 


I can see her lips tremble and I have to fight hard not to 
pound my fist on the table. 


“Has he commenced legal action?” I ask her flatly, nodding 
when she shakes her head in the negative. 


“No. At least, I don’t think so,” she murmurs, but I can see 
the fear building in her eyes again and I can’t stand it. 


“Who is it, Beth? Who’s the man doing all this? Tell me his 
name,” I demand, hearing my own growling voice becoming 
a snarl at the thought of anyone threatening her. Siding 
with her before I even know both sides of the facts, 
breaking every rule of my training but I don’t care. 


I know I’d give anything right now, whatever I have, to help 
her and keep her safe. “Paul Camberwell,” she sighs, 
wringing her hands and then covering her face with a 
tissue as she sobs silently. 


I feel all the tension in my body drain. My only reply is a dry 
croak, then an exhalation of disbelief. 


I give a low, ironic and dry laugh, making Beth look up 
hurtfully. 


“Something funny?” she asks, and I shake my head before 
puffing the air out of my cheeks. 


I wish I could tell her, but it wouldn’t help her any to know. 


I represented Paul Camberwell only last month, got him off 
a string of complaints for doing what Beth’s just described. 


I thought it was a once off, that Camberwell was just a thug 
trying it on but it looks like he’s a wannabe player. A few of 
my other less respectable clients have told me so. His 
name’s familiar and for all the wrong reasons. 


He’s been making waves in their business and if he’s not 
careful, he’ll have more than a defense lawyer up his ass. 


I won the defense case easily last time, the last client hadn’t 
read the new lease either. 


But the last client wasn’t Beth. And although her dad’s no 
genius for not reading fine print, he doesn’t deserve this 
either. Nobody does. 


Least of all my Beth. 

I growl in satisfaction at the thought. 
My Beth. 

And that settles it. 


I clap my hands loudly, making her jump and dispelling my 
own dark mood. The AC even chugs to life behind me, 
making us both feel better straight away. 


The waves of cool air hitting her chest and giving me 
another prime view of those nipples I long to taste. 


“TIl take the case, Beth!” I announce, but not wanting to 
stand up. My now permanent hard on making it impossible 
for me to move from the spot. 


She smiles, but then frowns again. 

“About your fee,” she murmurs. 

I wave my hand, dismissing the idea as if it’s nothing, which 

it is. 

I have one case per year that’s on me, Pro Bono,” I assure 
er. 


“T don’t know how to thank you, Mr. Sharkey,” she blushes. 


“Call me Jarrett,” I instruct her. “And I’m sure we'll find 
some way of achieving... mutual benefit,” I tell her in a low 
voice, making her flush deeper, harder as my own hardness 
becomes unbearably underneath my desk. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


B eth 


Even with cool air blowing on us both now, even knowing 
he’ll take my dad’s case and everything will work out, I still 
feel hot. I still feel faint. 


The longer we sit there, just staring at each other again, 
the more this feeling starts to well up inside me. 


Making me want to give myself to him without even 
knowing why. But I can’t get past his body... that perfect 
form and his obvious experience in years over me. I feel like 
I’m out of my depth but it’s a delicious feeling I’d be quite 
happy to drown in. 


“TIl need to speak with your father, of course. I’ll need 
copies of those contracts,” he finally says, swinging from 
what I sense is his want versus his need ‘todo list’ in his own 
mind. 


I nod absently, suddenly hoping he’s not going to send me 
away. I’ve only just met him and I feel like staying longer. 


Like, forever longer. 


“My dad’s upstate, just until tomorrow. He’s dropping off a 
truck he repaired and will catch the train back overnight,” I 
inform him, instantly hoping dad might get held up with 
more work on that end, which sometimes happens when he 
delivers trucks back to their depots. 


“So, you’re home alone?” Jarrett asks, his brow cocking in a 
question but his lip curling with a satisfied look of a man 
who’s zeroing in on his prize. 


I pump my head in a nod, and totally forgetting about work, 
forgetting about everything that isn’t Jarrett. I shrug and 
sigh, doing my best to look a little helpless. 


“Yep, all alone,” I tell him, but I also register his look of 
concern, which concerns me when I think about how those 
men just turned up the last time I was at home by myself. 


The memory makes me shudder. 


“Well, that settles that!” he exclaims, slapping his hand 
down on his desk and making me jump again. 


“You'll stay with me... or I can watch over you at your 
place? Either way, I won’t take no for an answer. My client’s 
protection is paramount.” 


Even though technically, my dad’s his client. But I’m not 
arguing that point. Not tonight anyway. 


I have no problem with either, and instantly feel the hot 
slickness between my legs returning at the thought of 
having Jarrett watch over me for a whole night. 


“So... My dad has a strong case?” I ask Jarrett, trying to 
focus on the business at hand, needing to tell myself we’ll 
be able to put all this behind us. 


But Jarrett’s face falters for a moment before he once again 
tries to set my mind at ease. 


“I won't lie to you, Beth. It really could go either way. If your 
dad signed a legally binding contract...” he says gravely, 
drifting off. 


“But I will tell you this,” he continues, leaning forward with 
determination and I feel us both wanting to take each 
other’s hands again. 


“TIl do everything in my power to get you and your dad out 
of this. I swear.” 


I don’t like the first part, it sounds like we might not have a 
chance, but as soon as Jarrett gives me his word he'll help, 
that he’ll fix this... I feel like I can breathe again for the first 
time in months. 


“What about any other family?” Jarrett asks, starting to 
make some notes in between his approving glances of me. 


If it were anyone else, I’d be telling them to keep their eyes 
up top. But with Jarrett it makes me feel special when he 
looks at me like that. 


I like it. 


“Tt’s just my dad and me. He’s my adoptive father if that’s 
important,” I mention, thinking nothing of it until Jarrett 
nearly drops his pen. 


“Problem?” I ask, hoping it has no bearing on the case. 
No bearing on what he thinks of me. 


“No, no problem at all,” he says, suddenly softening his 
look, and I get lost in the darkness of his eyes as they bore 
into mine. I want to be closer to him more than ever now, 
this desk. This room. He’s too far away. 


“What’s the matter?” I ask him, feeling like I might faint 
again if he doesn’t touch me, if something doesn’t shift 


inside me. I feel like I’m about to burst still. 


“Nothing,” he assures me. “Nothing at all.” He looks past 
me, back to the couch, then leans over a little more, looking 
at me over his desk. 


“Didn’t you have something? When you came in?” he asks, 
and I remember my secret weapon. 


“I baked brownies,” I tell him sheepishly and as if on cue, I 
hear my stomach growling, which makes me go red with 
embarrassment, but Jarrett only smiles. 


“Td love one,” he tells me, and at his suggestion I get up to 
go get them, feeling his eyes moving over me again, a low 
sound of his own echoing out into the waiting room as the 
phone on his desk rings. 


I stop short before I come back in, almost skipping as I can’t 
wait for him to try what I baked. I don’t want to interrupt 
his call and I’m no eavesdropper either, so I gently close the 
door and wait outside. 


Fishing my own phone from my pocket, I quickly text dad, 
telling him I’ve got us some legal help. 


I also reply to Tiffany’s text, but don’t say too much. 


Something tells me I might need more than today’s shift 
covered too, if things go the way I hope. 


Stifling a little squeal of delight, I find a coffee pot keeping 
hot in a small kitchenette off the waiting room behind a 
curtain and plate up some of my brownies and pour what 
looks like days old coffee. But, I remind myself, most people 
don’t even notice. Some people even prefer it that way. 


Before I can get back to Jarrett’s office, he’s standing in the 
doorway, his look brightening once he sees me. 


“I’m done for today. We won’t be disturbed again, I 
promise,” he says. He holds the door open as I totter 
through with a tray of coffee and brownies. 


CHAPTER SIX 


J arrett 


Watching her fine ass as she moves out of my office, I’m at 
odds with so many things. 


I could offer her a job here, she could come work for me. I 
don’t want her in a diner. She belongs with me now. 


Technically, she’s not the client. I’m not breaking any rules. 


What the hell am I thinking, she must be half my age. She’s 
just being flirty, all young girls go through that stage. 


I’m sure her dad will be mighty impressed by my designs 
on his daughter too. 


Just when it feels my mind will burst, along with the 
pressure in my pants, the phone rings, making me groan 
but I figure it might be some news about the help wanted 
ads I placed today. 


Even though the position’s been filled, in my mind at least. 


It’s the last person I expect to call me, but when I think 
about it, I’m not at all surprised. 


Paul Camberwell. 


“Mr. Camberwell, what can I do for you?” I ask, deciding to 
keep it light. It’s Friday afternoon and nothing legal will 
happen until Monday at nine sharp. No point in ruining my 
weekend now. 


Lo and behold, he wants me to file a suit against some 
tenants of his, who suddenly can’t pay the rent he’s just 
doubled. 


“I’m sure you can help me, Jarrett. It’s just like the other 
case, open and shut, yeah?” 


“T’m sorry Paul, I’m not taking any new cases right now. I’m 
fully booked. I can recommend an attorney-” 


But Paul’s a little hard of hearing. 
“TIl swing by. I’m in the area, we can go over it then.” 


I’m familiar with this line of reasoning. If it was from a mob 
kingpin, I’d pay more attention. But Paul Camberwell? He’s 
just a dick. 


“Paul? I just told you I’m not taking new clients, or old ones 
with the same theme. I can send you a number to call, 
otherwise it's goodbye. Have a nice weekend.” 


I hang up, growling again but shake it off. I have the most 
beautiful girl in the world waiting out there again, and I get 
up to go see what she’s up to. 


She’s a sight for sore eyes and not just because of the 
coffee and brownies. 


Because she’s just perfect. All in white too, just like a real 
angel. 


I open the door, ushering her over to the couch and 
promise we won’t be bothered again. 


“Coffee’s a little stale,” she notes, and I shrug. Anything 
she’s prepared is perfect. 


“These look great, did you bake them from scratch?” I ask, 
noting how good the brownies really are. 


I’m no sweet tooth, but this girl can bake, that’s for sure. 


“No,” I insist. “These are really good. You’ve really got 
something here.” She flushes with embarrassment and I 
take another bite, swearing to myself that’s not all of hers I 
want to eat. 


Staring at her as I make for my third and final bite, I stab 
the brownie into my lip, sending most of what’s left down 
into my lap. 


To make the scenario complete, I spill some coffee down my 
front. 
Oops. 


Her eyes widen and she sets her own cup down, snapping 
up a napkin and starting to dab at my chest, down my abs 
before she gasps. 


“Oh! I’m sorry... just a habit-” 


I grab her wrist, holding her gently as her eyes stray to my 
thickening crotch again. 


“A habit? Of dabbing your attorney?” I ask her in a low 
voice, feeling her move towards me as I guide her hand a 
little lower. 


I feel her start to tremble, but her eyes dilate with pure 
arousal as she lets out a little sound, gasping again as her 


chest brushes my arm. Her thickening nipples like bullets 
through the sheer fabric. 


I growl low in satisfaction, our faces moving closer together. 


“You’re mine, Beth. D’you understand? From now on, you 
belong to me,” I tell her, and as her face goes out of focus, I 
see it bobbing in a slight nod, the heat of her sweet mouth 
almost touching mine. 


I swear it’s in the same instant my top lip is just touching 
hers, the same moment her hand finally rests on the 
hardness in my lap, when I hear the front door slamming 
closed and heavy feet thumping up the corridor. 


Beth opens her eyes, startled and the arousal in them turns 
to fear again. The one thing I’ve vowed to remove from her 
life. 


Her new life, with me. 


“Wait here,” I command gently. “Whatever happens, don’t 
move from this couch.” 


She nods in understanding, but as I stand, the door to my 
office swings open and I feel my whole body tense in a 
second at the sight of him. 


My eyes narrow and my jaw sets hard. My hands instantly 
fists, like hammers as a guttural, animal growl warns him 
he’s just made the biggest mistake of his life. 


Paul fucking Camberwell. 


His eyes meet mine and then with surprise, they dart to 
Beth before he takes me in again, moving backwards away 
from the door. 


“T just told you, Paul. I’m closed for the week, now you’re 
trespassing,” I snarl. 


“Door was open, Sharkey. Not taking any more cases, huh? 
Looks like you’ve really got your hands full,” he says, trying 
to sound tough but shrinking back as I fill the door frame. 


“Leave now and I won’t be compelled to defend myself,” I 
snarl louder, but he’s already slunk halfway down the hall. 


“You’re making a mistake, Sharkey. I’ll own this town one 
day. I won’t forget.” 


I lunge for him, and in two steps, he’s bolted out the door, 
which I close and bolt shut, a little surprised at my rage but 
not really. 


Nobody’s gonna hurt or scare Beth ever again. Nobody’s 
ever gonna get near enough to even try. 


“Jarrett?” 


Beth calls out after a few moments of silence. She sounds 
scared, worried and I go back to my office, noting her sigh 
of relief when she sees me. 


“T thought you were gonna kill him,” she says, putting her 
hand on her heaving chest. 


“Only in the courtroom,” I assure her, then notice her pout 
once she calms down a little. 


“What did you mean, you already told him you weren’t 
taking fresh cases? Did he already ask you to help him take 
our house, our workshop?” she asks, suddenly looking 
horrified. 


“No!” I assure her. “I already said I was going to help you 
Beth, you and your dad.” 


But she looks hurt, confused and then mad as she stands, 
straightening her skirt and making for the door. 


“Beth! Please, don’t go,” I plead. 


“Then give me a reason to stay,” she says loudly and in two 
steps she’s in my arms. 


My mouth pressed hard over hers as she breathes out in a 
moan, my arms folding around her, drawing her close to 
me. 


Mine. 


Forever mine. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


B eth 


The moment I see him crossing the floor over to me, the 
look in his eyes, I know he’s telling the truth. 


The second his mouth is on mine, I know I’m his, lost in him 
forever from now on. The circuit’s complete. 


Almost. 


For a girl who’s never been kissed before, I think I can hold 
my own. And Jarrett gives me plenty of time to practice my 
new favorite skill. 


Feeling him holding me so tight against his hard body, 
running his hands over my back and neck as his tongue 
dances with mine, I feel faint again but in the best way 
possible. 


All those feelings I’ve had, since seeing his picture, right up 
to this moment all make sense. 


I want him. I want to give myself to him, and without having 
to say so, I can tell he understands. 


“T want you Beth. I want... you.” 


His hoarse whispers in my ear as we catch our breath make 
me shudder. One of his hands is moving across my hip, the 
other has gripped my behind and I can feel his hot, fat dick 
pressing into my belly through my shirt, making me 
whimper. 


Making me want him more than ever. 


“Jarrett,” I whine, scaring myself, sounding as though I’m in 
danger. 


There’s an urgency in my voice, and I feel like if he doesn’t 
do something, and fast, I don’t know what’s going to 
happen. 


My knees go weak, almost knocking together and the hot 
rush of something inside me makes me moan out loud, 
makes me feel like I’m about to... 


“Oh no, not yet,” Jarrett demands, and I clench down on 
something inside of me, fighting a wave that wants to break 
through, saving it for him. Knowing it’s somehow for him. 


In a few steps, I’m on the couch again, but this time I only 
want one thing, and Jarrett’s helping me make it happen. 


His thick hands are under mine, solid and strong. My own 
are shaking so bad I can’t undo the zipper of my skirt, but 
Jarrett has it between his teeth and in seconds, I moan 
aloud as he peels my skirt off. The same magical hands 
running over my thighs, gripping my hips and kneading my 
chest which feels like it’s about to crack it’s so stiff. 


I grip his thick hair with both hands, and forgetting any 
sense of shyness, I only gasp louder as he pulls my legs 
open, growling with satisfaction before I feel the full 


pressure of his mouth right over my sex, pressing hard 
through the lace fabric of my panties. 


n 


“Tell me you want me,” he demands, and I feel a fresh 
shudder, a wave I’m sure I can’t hold back, but I gasp a 


reply. 


“I want you... Jarret... I want you to suck my pussy dry... I 
want to come for you... in your mouth...” I pant. 


I’m shocked at what I’m saying, but I know it isn’t even half 
of what I really want him to do to me, and he responds by 
tearing the seam of my panties, pulling them off with his 
teeth and making me squirm harder as I feel them running 
over my clit which is so thick I know I’m gone the next time 
he takes it into his mouth. 


Using my hips to pull me closer to him, I hook my legs 
behind his back as he pulls off my tee shirt, my girls 
popping free as he makes light work of the matching bra I 
have on underneath. 


Now fully naked, he takes his time to look me over, running 
his hands tenderly over every inch of me, leaving my 
twitching pussy alone for now, sensing how close I am. 


“You'll come when I’m done admiring you, understand?” he 
growls, and I whimper again, hopelessly trying to force his 
thick bulge closer to my hole, writhing on the couch. 


The effect this man has on me is all consuming. All I want to 
do is have him drink from me, then fill me with all of his 
thick heat, which I try to reach out for, but his hands take 
mine up again. He presses them to his mouth, kissing each 
finger before he clasps both hands into his. 


“You’re perfect, Beth. Just perfect,” he groans, and for the 
first time in my life, I really feel like somebody wants me. 


Not just parts of me, but all of me. Even the parts I can’t 
fully accept. It’s like I’ve found the missing part of myself 
and he’s in awe of what he’s found. 


I’m trying to speak, wanting to tell him he’s not too bad 
himself, but I can only make whimpering, animal-like 
sounds. I’m thrashing underneath him now, begging him to 
suck me. I can’t hold it in a second longer. 


With his firm hands gripping my ass, I thrust my hips 
forward one last time. Jarrett’s tongue circles my clit only 
once before his mouth is over me and I’m done. 


I feel my whole body tense as my back arches, he draws 
waves of pleasure from me with his lips and his tongue. He 
laps up my essence, which I feel pouring from me as I 
shudder, pulling the weight and warmth of his head as close 
as I can to me as I wrap both legs around his neck. 


It’s the most intense feeling, and after a time it feels like it 
won't stop. I keep shuddering and twitching, my whole body 
Shaken by the power of wave after wave of climactic 
pleasure from Jarrett’s tongue and mouth. 


Just when I think I can’t take it anymore, a final wave 
washes over me, relieving me and releasing me of all my 
tension, all my doubts and fears. 


I swear and growl his name as he too starts to relax his grip 
on me, his hands gradually stroking me softly, tracing lines 
across my whole body as I lay back, half-tangled into him 
still. The perfect mess. 


He moves up my body slowly, his face an inch from mine. 
“Hi,” he says in a husky tone. 


“Hi,” I purr back. He leans in and lets me taste myself, 
mingled with his own mouth, which makes me hot all over 


again, mad for him and craving the rest of him inside me. 


“Jarrett?” I ask absently. Feebly trying to get his attention 
between kisses. 


“TIm a virgin.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


J arrett 


I can tell it’s a big deal for Beth, but it's music to my ears. 


“That’s perfect, just like you,” I tell her softly, kissing her 
more tenderly than ever. 


“You don’t mind? I mean... I don’t have any experience,” 
she murmurs, looking down and I lift her eyes to meet mine. 


“It means TIl be your first and only. You’ll be mine forever. 
Mine. It's just perfect,” I say again, hardly believing my 
good fortune. 


“Your first time should be special though, not on a couch,” I 
say aloud, more to myself than anything else. 


It’s as though every shady deal or case I’ve been a part of, 
every asswipe like Camberwell I’ve ever dealt with has 
brought me to this moment. 


She really is perfect. 


“Have you ever had a virgin before?” she asks me, still 
sounding a little unsure of herself. 


I haven’t. The only tail I’ve chased for the past twenty years 
is my own. Trying to make it as a lawyer, then waking up 
one day to discover decades have passed and I need to start 
planning for my retirement. 


“No,” I tell Beth. “ My life? It only started, really started the 
moment I met you,” I tell her and it’s the truth. 


Everything up until today feels null and void. 
Beth makes my world, and nothing else matters. 


I snuggle up next to her on the huge couch, a place I’ve 
slept plenty of times during all-nighters before a court date 
and my home away from home most nights. 


My place in the country is a long way to travel to be alone, 
and I usually reserve it only for weekends. I keep a room at 
the hotel nearby when the couch gets too uncomfortable. 


Pulling the blanket I keep at the end over us, we lay there 
until I gradually hear her breathing soften to a whisper and 
she sleeps in my arms. 


I lay awake the whole time, just looking at her sleeping, 
stroking her hair and pecking her forehead, as if to 
convince myself she’s actually real. Convincing myself that 
any of this is actually happening. 


I hear her phone chime a few times with messages, far off 
from where we are both wound together. Down there on 
the floor somewhere, another world as far as I’m 
concerned. 


Friday night, and nothing but the whole weekend to 
ourselves. 


I’m considering taking Beth to the country house when she 
starts to stir, but what I’ll need to prepare for her case, her 
dad’s case, is all the paperwork and her dad himself. 


Best to stay in the city for now. 


Best to keep this to ourselves too. I don’t need an angry 
dad on top of an impossible case. 


“Good evening,” I whisper, kissing her ear as she mews 
awake, stretching a little before her eyes widen and she 
jerks fully awake. 


“I didn’t dream it?” she says hoarsely before clearing her 
throat. 


“No, you didn’t dream it,” I tell her. “Your phone went off a 
couple of times,” I tell her, but she only closes her eyes and 
burrows back into me. 


“T have today off, everything else can wait,” she murmurs 
and I feel her drifting back to sleep again before she jolts 
awake again. 


“Dad!” she exclaims, and I have to move myself to avoid 
being tipped off the couch altogether. 


Hearing her say that one word is a huge wet blanket, 
making me feel like taking her to the country after all. 
Keeping her there, forever. 


But that would never work. I have to face her dad at some 
point. He’s my latest client. 


Pro Bono, | remind myself, wanting to groan. I watch Beth 
bend over to pick up her skirt and arrange her clothes we 
tore off, reminding me of what’s important right now. 


I lift the blanket. “Get back in here, you'll freeze,” I tell her, 
watching her face lit by the phone’s light in the darkness of 


my office. Evening came and went. It’s night time now, 
around eight by my own reckoning. 


“T gotta call him,” she says, and I motion for her to come 
back to me as she hits call. 


Her dad tried calling her, three times and he sounds 
concerned, from what I can gather. 


Beth wraps herself in a smaller throw from the single 
seater next to the couch and I let the blanket fall, feeling a 
stab of rejection but understanding she needs to focus on 
talking to her dad right now. 


It’s so quiet in my office, and her phone is so loud, I can 
hear most of what he’s saying anyway. 


He sounds worried, and asks her a dozen times if she’s 
alright. Asks if those men have been around which gets my 
back up. 


I sit up, straighten my clothes, get up and go over to my 
desk, flicking the light on. 


Her call sounds like it's going great, she tells him she’s 
found a lawyer to help and I prepare myself for the 
gratitude that usually follows, readying myself to take the 
phone to get some details from her dad. 


But his voice changes, and Beth’s face falls as she turns 
away from me, pressing the phone closer to her ear and 
whispering, almost hissing things to her dad. 


I feel alarm bells go off and sense the change in Beth 
immediately. 


She’s only on the phone for less than a minute after that, 
but once she hangs up, she won’t even look at me. 


“What was that all about?” I ask, standing up and walking 
over to her, reaching out to hold her. But she pulls away. 


“Don’t!” she says angrily. I pull my hand back, and take a 
full step back with my palm raised. 


“Okay, okay. Beth? What is it, what’s the matter?” I ask her, 
the feeling in my gut telling me things have just gone south, 
and quickly. 


Maybe her dad knows somehow? Maybe he... 


“Who was your last client? What was your last case?” she 
spits out, and looking up, I can see tears in her eyes. 


Oh shit. 


“It was our landlord, wasn’t it? Paul Camberwell. You got 
him off and now he’s trying to do the same thing again! Is 
this some sort of sick joke? Is this a game to you? You just 
acted like you’d never seen him before, chasing him off so 
you could help us... Now I find out you helped him get away 
with it with somebody else... What the fuck is your problem 
Jarrett!” 


I feel my mouth moving, but I can’t get the words out quick 
enough. Beth’s moving like lightning, getting dressed and 
looking at the door. 


“Beth... Let me explain...” I stammer, realizing I have to tell 
her everything and fast, before she walks out of my life 
forever. 


“Yes, he was my last client. But that was before you, before 
your dad. I’m not gonna let him get away with it this time. I 
promise!” 


I move in front of the door, holding my hands up and 
pleading with her to wait so I can explain. 


“Let me out, Jarrett. I’m done here. I’m going home and you 
can stick your Pro Bono right where it fits.” 


I’m not gonna force her to stay, I can’t. I feel the pit of my 
stomach collapsing as I step aside, hearing her open the 
door to leave. 


“Beth! I mean it. lll stop Camberwell, make sure he doesn’t 
do this to anyone ever again. Please Beth, just wait.” 


But it’s useless, she’s got more spunk than I figured and it’s 
just a pity I’m on the receiving end of it. 


Hearing the front door slam, I punch my palm with my fist, 
growling like a wounded animal. 


How the fuck did that just happen? 


As quickly as she walked into my life, she’s gone. 


CHAPTER NINE 


B eth 


I’ve never heard dad so worried, he’s stuck upstate for the 
night. Something to do with the trains running late. 


He’s also furious that Jarrett would offer to take his case, 
and once he tells me that it was Jarrett himself who got our 
landlord off, scot free from his last legal stoush for trying 
the same scam, I can’t believe my ears. 


I thought Jarrett... ? 


He does though... I know he does... he must... then why 
would he? 


Oh! I don’t know, but one thing I do know is I have to get 
home. I have to get my head straight before dad comes 
home tomorrow. 


While we still have a home. 


It’s not until I get to my car that I feel the hot tears on my 
cheeks. The warm day has gone cold into a night that feels 
like a storm’s brewing. A chilly wind is blowing and the 


streets are empty, except for the shadow of what looks like 
a man in my rear view coming out of an alley. 


Trying to clear my watering eyes with the back of my hands, 
I struggle to see clearly, but once I see two shadowy figures 
looming up behind me, I figure it’s time to scram. 


My anxiety rises the further away from Jarrett I get. 
I should be mad at him, I should be blaming him. 


Then why do I feel like he was telling the truth now? Why 
didn’t I stay and hear him out? 


I have a bad feeling turning worse once I see two sets of 
headlights traveling close behind, then backing off, sticking 
to me almost all the way home, until they suddenly go dark 
behind me and take a side street. 


I breathe a sigh of relief, but can’t help the memories of the 
last time those men came to the house. It was broad 
daylight then, and I was scared to death. The thought of 
them coming again, at night... it’s too much for me to bear. 


I decided to park in the garage, and go into the house 
through the garage door. I make a swift round of the whole 
house, making sure all the doors and windows are locked. 


Keeping all the lights off, I creep to the front windows and 
peer out. 


My heart stops when I see a huge dark car with no lights on 
pull up right across the street. I can’t see how many men or 
even who’s in the car, but I don’t like it. 


I’ll never sleep again, let alone tonight. I missed dinner. I 
miss Jarrett and more than anything, I feel like I’ve blown 
my chance at being with him for good. 


I fish my phone out, wanting to call my dad, but I don’t want 
to worry him. 


Maybe I could call Tiffany? 
She’s right in the middle of covering my ten hours shift... 
Shit. 


There’s a baseball bat by the front door, but I can hardly 
stand my knees are knocking so hard, let alone swing a 
damned bat. 


Oh, Jarret! Why did I run? Why didn’t I- 


A sound from the back of the house makes me freeze on the 
spot, my heart in my throat beating so loud it feels like the 
whole house is shaking from it. 


I peek out front, and don’t see any movement from the car, 
but there’s that sound from the back porch again. 


I tip-toe to the front door and grab the bat by the handle. 
It’s cold and heavy in my hand and I feel more like using it 
to keep myself upright than anything else. 


Someone’s coming, I just know it. I can feel it before I hear 
them again, closer than ever this time. 


This time, there’s a scratching sound at the back door. A 
sharp, metallic sound. Like someone... 


Like someone is picking the lock. 


There’s no time to call anyone for help, it’s me against 
whoever’s out there. I go to the kitchen, and can see the 
shadow of a man silhouetted against the wall opposite the 
window. 


I stifle a scream as I hear the catch in the lock ping, but 
leap forward at the last second, bolting the door before I lift 


the heavy metal bar across it. 


Something dad installed after the last time but something 
I’d forgotten all about. 


“Little piggy,” a gruff voice sneers from behind the door, 
and I gasp in horror. “Let me in little piggy.” 


The handle of the door is rattling violently now and I can 
hear something else starting to work the door from the 
outside. 


Another shadow passes by the window, and I scream out 
loud. 


There’s more than one of them, I know it and they’re 
coming for me now. 


I drop the bat and struggle to keep hold of my phone as it 
slips through my sweaty hands, bouncing loudly off the floor 
as I try to dial for help. 


Jarrett! 


The only person I can think of now is Jarrett. How stupid I 
was to walk out on him, why couldn’t I have just listened? 


The whole lock from the back door snaps loudly and I can 
see the jimmy bar, levering it fully off its hinges to one side. 


I feel like I’m about to faint again, but this time from fear. 


A thick, hairy hand works its way past the splintered 
woodwork and finds the steel barring the doorway. The 
whole door heaves suddenly and then there’s a sickening 
yelp. 


A low, growling sound, like a wild animal joins the 
whimpering sound coming from whoever owns the hand. 


I gasp aloud, thinking maybe a dog or some other wild 
animal has the intruder. 


Apart from calling for help for myself, I think whoever the 
intruder is, this guy’s in more trouble than me right now. 


He cries out in agony and whimpers the words, “Please, 


no...” before there’s a thud on the back porch and 
everything’s quiet for a moment. 


“Beth? Beth, it’s me... its Jarrett, open up,” he says in a 
deep, commanding voice. 


I’ve never been so happy to hear anything in my whole life, 
I rush over to the doorway, and heaving the steel bar off its 
brace I watch the back door peel away to reveal Jarrett, the 
dark lump of my unconscious intruder behind him. 


“Oh, Jarrett!” I sob, launching myself into his arms, feeling 
safe in a split second as soon as he has hold of me. 


“Those men... One was trying to get in... I thought he’d 
been grabbed by a wild dog...” I stammer, crying onto his 
chest and clawing at his muscular frame, Swearing to 
myself I’ll never leave his side again as long as I live. 


“Not a dog. A shark,” he corrects me, his low growl relaxing 
into an approving moan as he lifts my face to his. 


“Are you alright? Just tell me you’re not hurt.” 


He kisses my tears away, making his way to my mouth and I 
can’t kiss him hard enough to thank him or to say how sorry 
I am for ever doubting him. 


CHAPTER TEN 


J arrett 


“There were two of them. I’m sure of it!” she gasps 
suddenly, but I have her now. Holding her by the waist, my 
hands resting on those hips I can’t wait to squeeze when 
we’re naked next. 


“There were three,” I inform her, kissing her hard again. 


“TIl never let you go, never again, hear me?” I growl in her 
ear. 


I wasn’t about to just let her run off like that anyway. I 
followed her halfway to her car, then hung back once I 
noticed the shit parade who wanted to beat me to her first. 


Camberwell’s men. I know them by sight, he uses them to 
do his dirty work and act as his bodyguards. 


I had to follow them because I had no other way of knowing 
where Beth lived. Once I knew where they were headed, I 
made a few calls. Making arrangements to start to take 
care of this whole business myself. 


Courts be damned. 


They led me straight to her, but there was one out back I 
didn’t notice until I’d taken care of the others out front. 


“We should call the police,” she starts to say, but I hush her, 
putting my finger over her lips. 


“TIl take care of it. Already done,” I tell her. 


I’ll take care of these clowns, then Ill take care of her. Like 
I should’ve done in the first place. 


If d known Camberwell was going to play rough, I 
wouldn't have let her go anywhere. But then again, I can’t 
force her to do anything she doesn’t want. 


“Tell me you won’t run off like that again,” I tell her, but I 
don’t need to. Her head’s nodding, pounding into my chest 
as she starts to sob again. 


“Hey, it’s alright now,” I tell her softly. “You just gave me the 
scare of my life is all, running away before I could tell you 
what happened.” 


There’s a low groan from the porch, and it sounds like 
shithead’s waking up. 


“Excuse me,” I say. I set Beth on the far end of the kitchen, 
and put the door back in place behind me so she doesn’t 
have to see me give him his goodnight medicine a second 
time. 


“Sorry about that,” I tell her, coming back into the kitchen 
and checking my text message as I take hold of her again. 


“Did you call the police?” she asks, and I feel my lip curling. 


“Oh, better than that,” I inform her. “But as far as you know, 
when you came home the house had already been broken 
into, how does that sound?” I ask her knowingly. 


She looks cautiously at me, but then shrugs. “I’ll do 
whatever you think is best, Jarrett. Just don’t leave me 
alone.” 


“Oh, I won't,” I tell her softly, counting the minutes until 
we’re completely alone again. “I most certainly won't.” 


“Its not the greatest place to stay for now,” I continue. 
“Tomorrow, when you come home, you'll notice the break in 
and call the police,” I tell her. 


“And for tonight?” she asks, looking up at me hopefully. 


“Tonight, you’re all mine and we’re going to make the most 
of it. Grab a change of clothes, we’ll get moving as soon as 
someone comes to collect the garbage from your lawn.” 


After a sweep of the house, I wait upstairs in her room while 
Beth has a shower and gets a bag packed. 


I figure I have a few minutes before the other babysitters 
arrive, and I want another look at what I’ve been missing 
out on while she’s been showering all by herself. 


“Show me,” I demand, jutting my chin towards her closed 
robe as she packs before changing. 


She blushes, but she can also tell I don’t just mean it, I need 
it. 

“Show. Me,” I insist slowly, growling as she opens her robe 
slowly letting me see her full naked body. 


“Mine,” I remind her, and myself, which makes my dick 
twitch hard again. 


Moving over to her, I feel her warmth on my hands as they 
move over her whole body, pausing at the parts I know 
drive her wild. 


The sound of a car out front makes her gasp, but it’s 
something I’ve been expecting. 


“It’s alright, Beth. It’s the garbage man come to collect the 
trash.” 


“What are you gonna do with them?” she asks, and I only 
shake my head slightly, telling her not to ask me that, not 
now. 


“They'll be fine,” is all I can tell her. 


I have to remind myself about the importance of 
confidentiality in a case like this. 


If it’s gonna work, the less she knows right now, the better. 
But one thing I can tell her, I don’t hold back on, whispering 
in her ear what I plan to do to her once we get someplace 
nice. 


“My house is nice!” she protests. 


“I know, Beth,” I tell her calmly. “There’ll be a man keeping 
watch on the place tonight, we can call the law tomorrow.” 


“And tonight?” she asks, giving me those eyes again. 


“T just told you,” I growl, pulling her close, letting my hand 
slide up between her creamy thighs and making her gasp 
as I stroke her moist heat. 


“Tonight I’m gonna show you a thing or two,” I warn her, 
taking her hand and stroking my hardness, making us both 
purr. 


“For now, get dressed and TIl see you at the bottom of the 
stairs in a few.” 


I kiss her on the lips and go down to the front door. The 
visitor I’ve been expecting has arrived. 


“They’re his men alright. You sure about this?” the stranger 
asks. I only know him by an initial and it’s the first time I’ve 
ever had to call him. 


“Just for a little while,” I instruct him. “And no rough stuff. I 
want my boys squeaky clean and scratch-free when their 
time comes. They’re Mr. Carlotti’s guests until then, 
understand?” 


“And my fee?” he asks, sounding offended that I haven’t 
brought it up. 


“Mr. Carlotti will see to that. I’ll let him know,” I tell him and 
he grunts before shrugging his shoulders. Spitting into his 
gloved hands, he sets to work dragging the unconscious 
men from the yard to the trunk of his waiting car. 


Carlotti’s the city’s real crime figure and a regular client. 
He’s been looking for a cheerful, legal way to get rid of 
Camberwell for some time. I think this should prove a 
win/win for us both if all goes to plan. 


“Don’t forget number three out back,” I whisper hoarsely 
and he holds a hand up, telling me to let him do his job. 


I duck back inside and notice the paperwork I assume is the 
lease contract in question, I thumb it briefly while waiting 
for Beth to come down. 


Sucking in air through my teeth, I shake my head. 


He’s really stitched them up alright. Very fine print and very 
dubious phrasing, but it doesn’t change the simple fact: 
Beth’s dad signed a new lease for two buildings without 
checking the amounts. 


It’s a lost case, but thanks to our three friends in the trunk 
of a stranger, I think I might have found a way around her 
dad’s little problem. 


“Ready,” she announces, presenting herself at the top of the 
stairs. 


I feel my breath catch in my throat, and my whole body 
heat. 


“You look beautiful,” is all I can manage 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


B eth 


“Are you sure the house will be safe?” I ask him, noting his 
broad smile and cheerful mood. 


“Like I said, yes Beth. Tonight’s all about us now, don’t 
sweat over the details.” 


“And my dad?” I continue, making Jarrett groan and then 
laugh. I’m not used to anything working out. 


He rests his hand on my thigh and gives it a gentle squeeze. 
“T know, I know,” I murmur. “I trust you.” 
And I do. 


Whatever Jarrett has done, I know it’ll work and he’s only 
keeping quiet about all the details so I don’t worry. The only 
thing that keeps the thousand questions from my mind is 
his hands on me, which I hope there’s going to be a lot 
more of before the night is through. 


“Hungry?” he asks me, changing the subject and drawing a 
near painful cry of ‘Yes’ from me. 


He pumps the gas and the huge dark suv which I saw 
parked out front earlier is now whisking us both towards 
whatever exciting night he has planned. 


Luckily for me, the wait isn’t long. Jarrett parks out front of 
the most expensive hotel on the waterfront, not far from his 
office either. 


He helps me out of the car and tips the valet. 


“Thank you, Mr. Sharkey, You have a nice stay,” the valet 
grins, and I can just tell he’s another Sharkey success story. 


“One of yours?” I ask as we head into the main restaurant 
of the hotel. I pretend not to be astonished, but it’s like a 
cathedral. 


Not somewhere I could ever afford to go to eat, let alone 
stay the night. 


“Yeah, Rocco was in a jam. I helped him out,” Jarrett offers 
quietly as we’re shown to our table overlooking the water. 
An electrical storm’s playing on the horizon, lighting up the 
night sky with a spectacular display. 


“Its not all mobster’s and shitty landlord’s,” he muses, 
frowning at the wine list and ordering mineral water for us 
both. 


“Sorry,” he says, noticing my look. “I just meant that my 
clients come from all walks, not always born criminals.” He 
reminds me and I feel tempted to ask about the valet, but I 
really do have enough of my own problems right now. 


My eyes pop at the prices and Jarrett quickly takes the 
menu from me, summoning the waiter and ordering for us 
both. 


“Steak,” he informs me. “And lots of carbs... you’re going to 
need your strength,” he says in a low voice, and I feel his 


hand under the table, slipping straight between my legs 
and making me jump then laugh out loud. 


“Promise?” I ask him, suddenly feeling like I could skip 
dinner and go straight to dessert. 


“Oh, I promise,” he assures me and I feel my heart swell in 
time with the rest of my chest at the thought of him working 
his magic again. 


Over dinner, I can see how Jarrett would be a popular 
attorney. He effortlessly extracts information about me, 
weaving his questions into friendly chit-chat and only ever 
making me feel like I can tell him what I choose to. 


He’s not interrogating me, I just feel it’s an occupational 
hazard for him. 


“Enough about you though,” he says suddenly, reading my 
thoughts and giving me a sly wink. 


“Pm sure you have some questions of your own?” But he 
holds up a cautionary finger. “Providing it’s not all about 
what happened back at the house,” he says, wiping his 
mouth with his napkin. 


“Who’s Mr. Carlotti?” I ask, knowing I’ve just broken the 
rules, but I can’t help it. 


“I overheard you, from the top of the stairs,” I tell him 
honestly, making him smile, then sigh in resignation. 


He wags his finger at me this time and I shudder as his eyes 
rest on my chest again, always having the same reaction 
whenever he looks at me like this, and in seconds I can feel 
my stiff nipples blistering through my blouse. 


“Good,” he murmurs to himself, taking in a long and hard 
look at what I know he likes. 


“Ah well! There’s no keeping some things from you, is there 
Beth?” he asks, finally meeting my gaze with a grin. 


“If you googled the man you’d find out just as much, maybe 
more than I could tell you anyway so no real harm done.” 


His eyes narrow a little as he arranges his thoughts. “Bruno 
Carlotti is this city’s real life underworld figure that your 
landlord, Camberwell aspires to be... but he never will be. 
He can’t be. He’s just no good at it.” 


He lets it rest there, and raises a brow for any other 
questions I have. 


“And Carlotti isn’t a fan of my landlord, I assume?” I ask 
timidly. 


“No,” Jarrett says and I get the feeling he wants it left 
there. 


“So... not married?” I ask him, still not understanding how 
this guy isn’t attached. 


“Nope,” he says, drinking his mineral water then giving me 
a look that sends a shiver of pleasure and panic up my spine 
all at once. 


His look tells me that it’s something he’s open to though. 
When the right girl comes along. 


“No family?” I ask, wondering if he really has been in a 
lawyer's office for the past twenty years all by himself. 


“None,” he says, and I watch his face change. 


I open my mouth to apologize for asking, but the dessert 
cart arrives and Jarrett picks out two huge pastries and 
insists we finish them both. 


Jarrett casually asks the waiter to put everything on his 
account and asks if I want to go for a walk on the beach or 


just take in the view. 
“From here?” I ask, “The view looks-” 


“From our room,” he says in a low commanding tone, his 
eyes burning with passion and answering his own question 
really. 


“Room then,” I squeak, feeling a rush of heat to my mound, 
not being able to stand up and get to the elevators quick 
enough for my liking. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


J arrett 


“You really live in your office all the time?” she asks 
suspiciously as I fish the keycard for the room out of my 
jacket pocket. 


“Most of the time,” I tell her truthfully. 
“When I need a shower and a decent meal, I come here.” 


The elevator opens to my floor and the lightning storm on 
the horizon strobes through the corridor, gleaming off the 
brass fixtures and marble floors. 


Linking her arm in mine, I walk us both to the end of the 
hall and swipe our entry to the only suite on that corner of 
the building, my suite. 


I watch her as she enters my suite, her body swaying under 
her dress as she gravitates towards the huge floor to ceiling 
windows that span the whole room. 


I know I’m finished, there’s nothing left for me in this life if I 
can’t have her. If I can’t make her mine and keep her 


forever. 


There’ll be some hell to pay, with her father. But I can’t 
deny myself my true feelings any longer. Its sudden, yes. 
But so are a lot of things. It doesn’t make them any less 
powerful. 


Like the lightning and the crashing of the ocean waves. I 
realize I can’t stop the force that’s pulling us together a 
moment longer. 


“It’s just beautiful,” Beth says, taking in the suite, and then 
pressing her hands against the thick glass, tracing the arcs 
of electricity as they dance across the night sky. 


“It certainly is,” I hear myself saying, not taking my eyes off 
her and feeling the emotion in my voice as I walk up behind 
her, taking her hips in both my hands. 


She jumps slightly, then shudders as I feel the warmth of 
her pressing against me. I grip her tighter and kiss her 
neck, lifting her skirt as she starts to grind herself against 
my instant hardness. 


Harder than I’ve ever thought possible, and all because of 
her. 


“I want you inside me, Jarret,” she murmurs, opening her 
legs wide as I slide my feet between hers, hitching her skirt 
right up and exposing her stunning, apple shaped ass which 
I start to knead with both hands. 


“Forty stories up and facing the ocean,” I growl, sensing 
her last faltering thread of hesitation. “I don’t think 
anybody’s gonna see.” 


She whimpers, tossing her head back and her thick long 
hair splays across her back, giving me something else to 
grab hold of with one hand as my other roughly pulls her 


panties down, thrusting two thick fingers straight into her 
swollen mound which is drenched already. 


I growl loudly and she swears as I lift my fingers to my 
mouth, tasting her again, feeling her legs growing weak 
under me, knowing that she’s more than ready to share her 
greatest gift with me now. 


“Fill me up Jarrett. Give it to me like I know you want to, 
like I need it,” she begs, and I can’t believe my ears. I can’t 
believe the mouth on her when she’s this horny. 


Please Beth, don’t ever change, not ever. 


“T want you, Beth. I wanna fill you with our babies. I wanna 
fuck until you scream my name,” I tell her, feeling the thrill 
of voicing my true thoughts, my real feelings. 


Because I do. I want Beth forever and I want her to give us 
both the family I know we’re craving. 


Her urgent whimpers make me shudder as my hands 
struggle to free my thick cock and lower my pants before 
they grab a hold of her again, sliding across the smoothness 
of her perfect ass, gripping her from behind as she reaches 
behind for my hot organ. 


“Jarrett!” 
“Here?” I ask her between gasps, registering her stiff nod. 


“In front of the storm Jarret... right here... take me now!” 
she pleads and I feel my cock twitching as her slender 
fingers coolly grip around the hot plum sized tip which she 
starts to circle her wet hole with. 


Her whole body’s shaking and her knees finally give out, 
but I’ve got her, supporting her from behind with my legs, 
groaning with delight as I feel the thickness of her milky 
thighs resting on my naked quads. 


I was thinking it was going to be a subtle, slow romantic 
affair, but Beth needs it bad and once she’s positioned 
herself, leaning forward against the brass rail against the 
glass, she pushes back onto me making us both moan with 
relief and wonder. 


“Fuck but you’re tight Beth! Jesus!” I swear louder as I grit 
my teeth, feeling my own hot climax rising from my nuts 
already, it takes everything not to come straight away. 


Fuck, she’s so fucking perfect! 


Her moans subside to stiff breaths, and like she’s working a 
thick piece of machinery, she starts to pump my cock like a 
piston, taking to it like we’ve been lovers our whole lives. 


It makes me proud of her, makes me love her even more, 
knowing she wants this as much as I do. 


Want? We both need this like nothing else, and I relax into 
the rhythm of her body against mine, focusing on her 
pleasure over my own as I work towards filling her right up 
with each pounding stroke. 


As tight as she is against my stiffness, I feel her quivering 
tunnel tighten more as she starts to gasp in disbelief. Her 
own climax is coming and I let mine join hers. Like it should 
be. 


“Oooh. Come inside me Jarret. I wanna feel your come 
inside me,” she whimpers, gripping the rail harder and 
tossing her head back as the first waves of her full body 
orgasm start to ripple through her. Through both of us as I 
feel my own release escaping me in time with the deafening 
roll of thunder, the splinters of light threading across the 
entire night sky at that same moment. 


Just when it feels like I’ve had the best climax of my life, 
shared with the one I love, she shudders for a second time, 


and true to my desires, she calls out my name, drawing 
another extension of my own orgasm to create an extended 
and shared one we both feel so fully, it takes all my strength 
to keep us both upright. 


“Oh, Jarrett! Just hold me here.... Like this... stay inside 
me,” she gasps, and I do. Lifting her up only to kiss her as 
she turns her head to face mine, and to comb her damp hair 
back from her face with my fingers. 


“I love you Beth,” I tell her. It’s how I know I'll always feel 
and it’s the honest truth. 


She crumbles back against me and I take her weight easily, 
holding her up with my arms, my thick hardness still deep 
inside her. 


“And I love you, Jarrett... more than... anything,” she gasps. 


Never as much as I love you, my darling. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


B eth 


It’s the perfect end to the almost perfect day. 


If only we could’ve left out the thugs trying to break in, and 
my misunderstanding with Jarrett. Oh, and not have to 
build a legal case against the man who’s trying to ruin my 
father and me. 


Apart from that, the bath Jarrett runs us both and his arms 
around me after filling me for the second time with his love, 
make it the perfect ending. 


More than making up for everything else. 


Jarret’s not a small man, plus me makes for a lot of person 
to fit in a tub, but the tub is just right, a perfect fit for us 
both and although it has jets, we don’t need the Jacuzzi 
feature to get the most out of it. Just feeling his arms 
around me, and his body pressed against my back as I melt 
into him is enough. 


Like an extension of our lovemaking, our hands trace over 
each other’s bodies, mapping out our desire for one 


another and cementing the bond we’ve made. 


“You’re an orphan too, aren’t you?” I ask him, smirking a 
little as his booming guffaw fills the bathroom, bouncing off 
the marble tiles. 


“Well. Not much gets past you Beth. I think we have an 
expert prosecutor in the making here, folks!” 


I chuckle softly with him, and not meaning to bring it up in 
a bad way, I just need to know to satisfy my own curiosity. 


“What gave me away?” Jarrett asks. “Not that I have 
anything to hide, mind you, but yeah. Guilty as charged. I’m 
an orphan,” he says with a hint of pride that only an orphan 
can understand. 


“Guess it just takes one to know one,” I tell him, purring as I 
lean back into him, taking his forearms under my chest and 
hugging them there. 


“The valet,” he says, reminding me of the mysterious 
connection they seemed to share when we arrived. 


“He’s from the same boy’s home I was in when I was a Jot 
younger. I do all their legal work.” 


“Were you a bad boy?” I ask, raking my nails across his 
arms, making him growl like a tiger. 


“Oh yeah, I was a real piece of work,” he laughs. 


“T was Six five, skinny as a rake and all hair and acne. I gota 
scholarship from one of the home's patrons and I went from 
there.” 


“I think you would have been handsome,” I tell him, 
knowing I’d love him no matter what he looked like. 


“How about you?” he asks, but there’s not a lot to tell. 


“Dad adopted me when I was a baby, so I don’t know.” 
“Oh,” Jarrett says softly. “Do you ever...?” 


“No,” I tell him, knowing the question. The same one dad 
asks from time to time, especially since I turned eighteen, 
‘do I want to know who my real parents were?’ 


“Dad’s my dad. If I bumped into my birth parents one day, 
sure. I’d say hi and want to chat, but I really feel like my 
dad’s my dad. He did everything for me. For us.” 


I feel the horrible, sinking feeling coming back. All the 
pressure of not knowing what’s going to happen with his 
workshop and his livelihood, our home. 


“Hey?” Jarrett says, sensing my mood. “I understand how 
you feel. I really do.” 


“Do you?” I ask, not meaning to sound harsh, but it kind of 
feels like he has no idea, living in a five star suite, plus an 
office opposite the beach. 


“Sorry,” I murmur. “That wasn’t fair.” 


“Tt’s alright, Beth. I do understand. You see, I had a pretty 
checkered life, right through college, then I had years 
where I just drifted. I didn’t know where my next meal was 
coming from, let alone where I was gonna stay. It took a 
long time for me to accept my place in the world, and to 
work towards a better one. A more stable one,” Jarrett tells 
me, not judging me for judging him either. 

“T want you to tell me everything,” I whisper, looking into 
his eyes in the mirror opposite the bath. 


“We’ll have plenty of time,” he promises me, and I relax a 
little, trying to push it all to the back of my mind, but it’s 
going to be something that niggles at me until it’s over. 


The whole Camberwell thing. 
What an asshole. 


I open my mouth with one of the thousand questions I have 
about it, but Jarrett talks over me. 


“Oh no you don’t. This is our time, not a legal jeopardy 
hour,” he says firmly. 


“Do I have to feed you or fuck you again?” he asks, smirking 
at me in the mirror. 


“It seems the only way to keep you quiet is to put something 
inside you.” 


“You can have me again if you’d like,” I tell him, halfhoping 
he will. I don’t want to sound like a nympho or anything, but 
I really can’t get enough of him inside me. What he does to 
me... it’s just the most amazing thing ever. 


“Oh, I will,” he promises me, and I feel the now familiar 
sensation of his cock growing against my back under the 
bath water. 


“But first, I want to lay here with you until we’re both 
wrinkly. Just me and my queen.” 


“Td like that too,” I whisper and he mouths the words I love 
you to me in the mirror before he squeezes me tighter, 
making me sigh with nothing but contentment as I lay back 
and we both close our eyes. 


Finally, I’m oblivious to anything except the feeling of his 
nakedness against mine, and gradually my mind relaxes, so 
much I really do forget about everything. 


There’s only one world for me now, and it’s orbiting around 
Jarret. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


J arrett 


Once Beth’s asleep, I realize I can’t. I don’t know if I’ll ever 
sleep again. 


It feels wrong to miss out on one second of looking at her, 
watching her lying there. It feels like I want to make up for 
so much time, not wanting to miss any opportunity to hold 
her, to touch her, to tell her how much I love her. 


But I know we'll have time. rll make sure we do. My 
benefactor from the boy’s home? He didn’t just give me a 
legal scholarship, he left me a hefty estate when he passed, 
on the condition I provide legal representation to the home 
and everyone who passes through it for the rest of my 
career. 


I can’t help but start to make plans for the future, for the 
life I know Beth will soon have inside her, if I have anything 
to do with it happening sooner, I will. 


I carefully get up from our bed, and leaving the door ajar, I 
take a seat at my desk in my study opposite, making sure I 


can still see her while she sleeps, and go over the papers 
her dad signed for that schmuck, Camberwell. 


Legally, he’s screwed. Camberwell knows he’ll get away 
with it, just like he did last time, whether it’s me or any 
other attorney worth their salt. 


But, I have another plan. One that involves the law, but only 
in the capacity of breaking it to achieve the desired results. 


I look up, offering a silent prayer of forgiveness to the gods 
of the law, to my generous benefactor and to whoever else 
has final say on these things, but I have to. 


I must help Beth and her dad, whatever it takes. 


Glancing over at her again, my heart leaps when I see her 
shifting in her sleep. I long to go back to her, but I have a 
few things to deal with and it’s best to do it while she’s 
asleep. 


Whatever I can keep from hurting her, or from worrying 
her, I will. With all my strength. 


As if on cue, my phone hums. A text from the guy watching 
Beth’s house for me. All clear, all quiet. 


That’s good news, but not unexpected. 


Next, I call the initials who removed those three bozos from 
her place, I know he’s up. He always is. 


“No need to check in on me, Mr. Sharkey. Our friends are 
comfortable enough, and scratch-free like you said. They’ll 
have their meeting with Mr. Carlotti in the morning. You'll 
see them change their tune soon enough. As for that shit 
Camberwell. That’s your job, I haven’t forgotten. A deal’s a 
deal.” 


It’s what I expected to hear, but I need to hear it, just to be 
sure all of this is going to work out. 


I couldn’t live with myself if anything hurt Beth. If anything 
made things unbearable for her dad, more unbearable than 
they already are. 


Just another day, maybe two tops. 


Sighing as I watch her again, I go over to the bedroom door 
and stand there, listening to her breathing. 


I don’t feel tired at all, and knowing she’s safe, knowing 
she’s getting her rest, I start to roam the suite. 


Our suite. 
But it’s not exactly a home, is it? 


I move from room to room, noting the storm subsiding 
outside, the full moon gleaming like a giant pearl over the 
horizon, shrouded with the last remnants of the dark clouds 
as the worst of the weather retreats. 


There’s another room, a bedroom. Plus a library and an 
entertaining room, but I just can’t picture our family here. 


I can’t see us raising our first child in a hotel suite. 
Or in an attorney’s Office. 


And she won’t be working in any damned diner, that’s for 
sure. 


I resolve in my mind to leave the housing up to her. I’ve 
never been too good with that sort of thing, always just 
flopped wherever I landed and kind of stuck there. 


But we'll definitely need some place that isn’t forty stories 
up, although, keeping the suite could be fun for the kids. 


And so I go on, for hours and hours until I finally wear 
myself out and slip back into our bed and feel the 
welcoming warmth of Beth against me as I position myself 
behind her, playing big spoon as she only half wakes long 
enough to murmur something I don’t make out before we 
both drift into the perfect sleep. 


But the dream we share is short lived, for tonight anyway. 
The sound of my cell buzzing wakes me, and even though I 
try to ignore it, it won’t stop. 


Something’s wrong, I can feel it. 
Something’s happened. 


I gently remove myself from the bed and shimmy over to my 
phone, noting the first gray light of dawn peeing over the 
dark horizon line out the window. 


It’s the guy watching Beth’s house. He’s been trying to 
reach me for about five minutes. 


At the same instant, I can hear Beth’s phone humming in 
the living room, buried under our clothes. Silenced by the 
product of our passion. 


I hit call, and before he even tells me what’s happened, I 
join the dots. 


Dad’s home. 
“What should I do, Mr. Sharkey?” the guard asks. 


“Has he called the cops?” I ask, running my hand through 
my hair, willing myself to concentrate on every possibility. 


“As far as I can tell, no,” he says, sounding agitated. 


“Good,” I tell him. “You’ll have to reveal yourself to him, 
gently though. Tell him the truth. There was a break in, his 
daughter’s with a friend and you were hired to watch the 


house until the door’s repaired in the morning, got it?” I 
ask, surprised at how frantic I sound. 


“Yeah, I got it. Here he comes now. If you don’t hear from 
me, it’s because he’s brained me with the bat he’s 
Carrying.” 


The line goes dead and I rush to get dressed. 


I’ll have to head on over, but I can’t leave Beth here alone 
either. 


“Ugh!” I exclaim loudly, planting my palm against my head 
as I walk to the lounge to get Beth’s phone, which is 
fortunately unlocked. 


I should have thought of it sooner. In two rings, I’m talking 
to Beth’s father. 


My newest client, whom I’ve never actually been introduced 
to. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


B eth 


Half asleep, I can hear Jarrett’s voice. His low, powerful 
tone is almost enough to send me back to sleep as I reach 
out for him next to me. 


But he’s not there. 


Sitting up with a start, I feel the space next to me, fresh 
with his warmth and register the gray light from outside. 


It’s way too early to get up, but there’s something wrong, I 
can feel it. 


Slipping out of bed and finding one of Jarrett’s robes on a 
chair, I cover myself from the chilly air as I follow the sound 
of his voice. 


He’s pacing in front of the huge windows of the suite, trying 
to talk quietly, but giving up once he sees me. 


Is that my phone? 


“She’s right here, Mr. Shaw. I'll put her on,” he says, 
breathing a puff of air out through his cheeks as he hands 


me my phone. 
“Daddy?” 


Poor dad. He’s beside himself with worry, then nearly 
sobbing with relief as I confirm everything Jarrett’s told 
him. 


He managed to catch a flight instead, courtesy of the train 
company, meaning he got home about a day sooner than 
expected. 


“Coming home...in the middle of the night. Finding the back 
door of its hinges... My god Beth... I thought... I was so 
scared they’d... those bastards” 


It takes some doing, but I calm dad down enough to set him 
at ease but I’m still not sure exactly what Jarrett’s told him 
about what’s happening, about us either. But he seems to 
have been filled in on everything except the part where 
Jarrett had his way with his daughter. 


And whatever he’s planned next to take care of our little 
problem with the landlord. 


Holding my phone to my chest for a second, I ask Jarrett 
what he’s told dad already. 


“Only that the house has security posted and we’ll be 
calling the police in the-” 


But I can hear my dad’s voice interrupting. “No cops!” he 
says suddenly. Sounding more agitated at the thought of 
police than what’s already happened. 


“Alright, dad. Just take it easy. I’m safe... yes, Mr. Sharkey 
has me staying in a hotel... the security guy is there all 
night so there won’t be any more trouble.” 


“I’m coming to get you, Beth. Where are you?” He asks me 
gruffly. 


I go quiet, reaching out for Jarrett who takes my hand and 
brings me closer to him. 


“It’s late dad. I’ll be home in the morning. This morning. Mr. 
Sharkey’s wanting to talk to you about some other legal 
stuff anyway,” I offer, my voice sounding shaky. 


“Beth? What’s going on?” Dad asks, his tone telling me he’s 
not just worried about the back door anymore. 


“I'm fine, Dad. Really. Listen, I’ll see you in a bit, okay?” 
He goes quiet and I can feel his hurt through the phone. 
“Dad?” 

“Okay Beth. Just tell me you’re safe for now.” 

“T am daddy, I promise. I’ll see you soon. I love-” 

But he’s hung up already. 


I throw myself into Jarret’s waiting arms, nuzzling into his 
hard chest, wishing this would all just be over, wishing we 
could just... 


“What are we gonna do?” I ask Jarrett, feeling my emotions 
getting the better of me again. 


“We’ll do like you said, go back to your place a little later. 
Your dad had to come home at some point and he’s just 
early is all.” 


Hearing it said aloud, calmly and reasonably does settle my 
nerves some, but I’m worried now. Worried about dad 
finding out about everything else between Jarrett and me, 
not to mention the already existing problems... which are 
still unresolved. 


“Beth?” Jarrett asks me softly. “Trust me, okay?” he says 
and I nod my head, letting my phone slip into the robe 
pocket as Jarrett guides me back to bed. 


“What did dad say about you taking his case? I thought he 
was mad as hell about you and Camberwell, the last time 
you represented him.” 


“T explained the situation,” Jarrett says casually, and tracing 
his finger up my spine before he kisses my neck, he orders 
me to get some sleep. 


I feel like I can’t sleep, like there’s too much buzzing inside 
my head, but a few minutes in Jarrett’s arms after we lay 
down and I’m sleeping like a lamb. 


Next time I wake up, I feel much better. I can tell it’s much 
later but I don’t feel like I need to panic anymore. There’s 
the smell of coffee and something delicious, along with the 
sounds of Jarrett humming in his deep baritone in the 
kitchen. 


I give a little squeak as I stretch, and groan when I check 
the time on my phone. 


It’s late. 


And no calls from dad, but Jarrett’s cheerful sound sets my 
mind at ease. As does the sight of him wearing nothing but 
an apron as he brings in a tray for me. 


“Brunch?” he asks with a devilish grin, speaking over me 
before I can bombard him with questions. 


“I spoke to your dad again, as his attorney, this morning so 
no need to worry there. The door’s fixed and the locks 
changed as a security measure.” 


I open my mouth again to ask a question, but Jarrett only 
presses his finger to my lips before he kisses them. 


“Tt’s all taken care of, Beth. So don’t worry, okay?” 
I sigh with reluctant relief. 


I know Jarrett has things in hand, but I can’t help worrying. 
Especially when it comes to my dad. 


And the sticky truth about me and Jarrett, when that finally 
does come out. Which something tells me will be sooner 
rather than later, knowing my dad. 


Jarrett sets down the tray of coffee, which also features a 
warm chicken salad, croissants and some juice. 


He shrugs as I compliment him on his efforts. 
“Room service,” he says sheepishly. 


“And the apron?” I ask, looking down at how well he bulges 
out of it. 


“Well, somebody pinched my robe last night,” he tells me, 
making me laugh out loud when he turns to go. 


The sight of him in an apron and nothing else is too much 
for me. 


“Aren’t you joining me?” I ask, and he only growls in reply, 
tugging the straps behind his back and letting the apron 
fall, his real answer bobbing up and down in time as it 
becomes rock hard again. 


“What about brunch?” I protest feebly, shivering as he 
climbs onto the bed. 


“Brunch can wait,” Jarrett growls. “I know what I want to 
eat first.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


J arrett 


While Beth sleeps, and even though it’s a Saturday, I have a 
busy morning. 


Fielding another call from her dad, I encourage him to sit 
tight. If my plan’s going to work it'll take more than one 
night. But I can understand his concern. 


“And what’s going on between you and my daughter?” he 
spits out accusingly. 


I have to give my professional response, but unfortunately I 
have to remind him of some facts too. 


“Tm acting as your attorney at her request, Mr. Shaw. And 
from our conversation earlier, plus Beth’s own account of 
things, I take it you don’t want any police involvement at 
this stage?” 


He growls, accusing me of changing the subject. 


“I can and will help you, Mr. Shaw, but you’ll need to give 
me two things: some time... and a little respect. Right now 


you’re not showing either.” 


I hear him inhale sharply, but then once he weighs things 
up in his own mind, he sighs bitterly. 


“If I find out there’s been anything else going on...” he says, 
but hangs up before he or I can dig that hole any deeper. 


I’ll cross that bridge when the time comes. 


For now, I need to guarantee Beth and her dad won’t be 
harassed by this Camberwell creature or his men any 
longer. 


I’ve taken the law into my own hands by handing 
Camberwell’s men straight over to the local crime boss, 
Bruno Carlotti. 


A few hours in his pleasant company should change their 
minds about who they really want to work for. 


As for Camberwell, he’d be insane to pursue the case 
through any court. No attorney will touch it now, word’s out 
that Carlotti is involved now, and nobody who isn’t already 
in that line of business is unlikely to want to get involved. 


So, all I have to do is wait. And enjoy Beth, our new life 
together. But I can tell she’s worried about her dad more 
than anything now. 


“Okay,” I put it to her. “We can just tell him if you like. I’ve 
got nothing to hide, I haven’t broken the law.” 


Not where Beth’s concerned anyway... 
But Beth’s not so keen on the idea. 
“I just don’t want to hurt his feelings,” she reasons aloud. 


“Am I that bad?” I protest, really feeling a bit of a sting 
inside. I know I’m older, but if Beth wants me as much as I 


want her, what’s the difference? 


“Its not that, Jarret,” she says, her eyes pleading with me 
to be more understanding. 


“You know it’s not that,” she adds, sighing before she 
throws herself back on the bed, covering her face with a 
pillow. 


“He’s bound to know soon enough,” I tell her, but it’s 
alright. As long as Beth stays here with me, I don’t really 
care if her dad knows, finds out or what he even thinks 
when and if he does. 


“You’re all that matters to me, Beth,” I tell her, taking her 
hand and kissing it. 


“T don’t want to fight about it,” she murmurs from under 
the pillow, which I lift from her face and kiss her lips, telling 
it to her straight. 


“Tm not fighting,” I remind her. 


“If we want to fight about anything, it should be whether we 
stay here on the beach or get a place in the burbs,” I tell 
her, unable to hide my smile. 


Even saying it out loud just makes me happy. 


She sits up suddenly. “What do you mean?” she asks 
excitedly. 


“T mean... I want you to stay with me, Beth. I want to live 
with you, starting right now.” 


She looks shocked, but in the best way. Excited, but she 
tries to play it cool. 


It’s not the biggest question I could ask her. Not by a long 
shot. 


There’ll be another time for that. But for now, I don’t want 
her out of my sight, not even for a minute let alone a whole 
day, so what better way to overcome that problem than to 
have her live with me? 


“You want me to move in?” she asks, beaming, but trying to 
keep a serious face. 


“T was kind of hoping you already had,” I tell her. Kissing 
her again I whisper in her ear. “I just think we might be 
better off.. in the long term, in a bigger house. A proper 
house.” 


“You want me to move in with you?” she asks again, staring 
straight ahead as she hears herself say it out loud. 


I think she’s shocked from wanting to live with me. I hope. 


“Just say you will, please? I can’t bear the thought of you 
away from me. I want you right here, by my side where you 
belong.” 


She looks stunned still, and then her face becomes pale, her 
jaw dropping even further. 


“Ohhhh shiiiit!” she exclaims, leaping from the bed and 
stumbling to find her clothes, nearly tripping over in the 
process. 


“What is it?” I ask, hoping she hasn’t changed her mind this 
quickly. 

Hoping she’s not going to run away again. 

“T have to be at work in half an hour!” she calls out, rushing 


from room to room in the suite, unable to find anything to 
get herself dressed in. 


I open my mouth to call out to her, but I can only shrug, 
smiling as I watch her naked then half-naked dart to and fro 


across the doorway. 


“Don’t just sit there,” she pleads with me, standing in the 
doorway, her naked chest heaving and making my eyes zero 
in on it, growling again as I realize just how sexy she is 
when she’s flustered. 


“Dammit Jarret! I’ll lose my job! Hurry up and help me find 
my clothes. Can you give me a ride?” she calls out over her 
shoulder, dashing off again to try and recall exactly where 
we peeled the rest of her clothes off. 


I glance at the clock, willing Mr. Carlotti to call me. Wishing 
he’d tell me what I need to hear so we can put all this 
business to rest. 


There’s no need for Beth to go home, she is at home with 
me and there’s no need for her to go work in a shitty diner 
either. 


rll make damned sure of that. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


B eth 


Shit! 
I can’t believe I totally forgot about work. 
Actually, I can totally believe I forgot about work. 


Having nothing but Jarrett on my mind and in my, well.. he 
sure is one pleasant distraction. 


And right as he announces he wants me to move in, I 
remember. 


I’m due for my ten hour shift in like an hour. 
Less than an hour. 

How can he just sit there? 

Why is he smiling? 


“T don’t think this is very funny, Jarrett!” I tell him, still 
frantically trying to find the rest of my clothes. 


My shoes. Where are my shoes? 


“Did you hide my shoes?” I ask him, accusingly. When he 
finally gets up off the bed and takes me by both elbows, and 
he sits me down on the end of the bed. 


“Beth. I don’t want you to go work at a shitty diner either,” 
he says in his deep, calm voice. The kind of voice I can’t 
help but want to hear more of, especially when he’s talking 
like this. 


“But... You don’t understand,” I protest. “I need to work so 
we can pay our rent. So we can survive.” 


I feel embarrassed for having to spell it out, maybe Jarrett 
is in a good place financially, but me and my dad? We’re not. 
Me on my own? Definitely not. 


I need to go to work to earn a living. 


And right now, amazing as the past twenty-four have been, 
I’m running late for work and the most amazing man I’ve 
ever met is content to just sit and smile at me while I run 
around like a maniac. 


I move to get up again, figuring if he’s not going to drive me 
I’ll have to catch a cab if I’m going to make it. 


But he holds me firmly in place, telling me one more time. 


“Beth. You’re not going to work today, or any other day. I 
won't have it. You’re my woman now and no woman of mine 
is getting her hands dirty at some shitty diner, okay?” 


“But...” I try again to protest, but his hands riding up my 
thighs, as he leans in, his lips teasing mine and his stubble 
tickling my chin make me forget everything I was trying to 
be upset about. 


“Damn you, Jarrett Sharkey. Damn you for being so 
perfect!” I exclaim, punching his hard chest and still not 
sure how I can just not go to work. 


“What about Tiffany?” I ask him, watching his face become 
a knot. 


“Who’s Tiffany?” he asks me, and I realize he wouldn’t 
know her. 


“She’s the other waitress. Ugh! It’s a long story.” 


“Don’t tell me you really want to go work for what? Ten 
hours in some sleazy diner, Beth. What’s the pay? Tips plus 
what? Four dollars an hour?” he asks me gently. 


I can see how he’s won every case. Something in the way he 
puts the simplest question, it makes me just want to agree 
with everything he’s saying. 


“No,” I tell him truthfully, looking down at my hands. 


“It’s less than four,” I hear myself saying, feeling myself 
shrinking hopelessly as I feel a sob welling up in my throat. 


“But I don’t want to bail on my co-workers either, and I 
need a job. I need... I need the money,” I finally manage to 
tell him, realizing how out of control my life really feels at 
the moment. 


How out of control it was before I met Jarrett anyway. 
Because I know what he’s going to say next, and a big part 
of me is just too proud to want to hear it, let alone have him 
make it happen. 


Jarrett gives me a small smile and I can see he feels as bad 
as I do but for different reasons. 


His head starts to shake from side to side and he’s not 
kidding around anymore. He’s not joking. 


“You’re mine now, Beth. And that means I look after you. 
You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, ever 
again... understand?” 


I can hear him, but it’s just too much. It’s all happened so 
fast. 


“T can’t just switch off from my old life, Jarrett. What about 
my dad? What about... Tiffany?” I stammer, but it’s no use. 


I know he’s right. 


I knew I was his the moment I laid eyes on him, the minute 
he touched me. 


I know I’m bound to him forever, and it’s not a bad thing. 
It’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me, so why am I 
fighting it? 


“Why are you fighting it?” Jarrett asks me, reading my 
thoughts, putting his face close to mine and kissing my 
nose. 


“T want you, Beth. And I have more than enough for both of 
us, and some more after that,” he adds. 


“Let me call your boss if you don’t want to just not turn up. I 
can be pretty persuasive when I want to be,” he tells me 
and without even thinking I feel my head nodding. 


There’s no way I want to go to work right now. Not now or 
ever. If I have a choice between anything and staying with 
Jarret, then it’s Jarrett all the way. 


Forever. 


“I'm sorry,” I blurt out, throwing my arms around his neck, 
closing my eyes and feeling tears of relief as he hugs me 
right back, squeezing me hard against him. 


“Don’t be sorry, Beth. Just be mine. Everything will work 
out, you'll see.” 


“But my dad,” I hear myself saying, still feeling terrible at 
the thought of leaving him to face god knows what while I’m 


sitting here in the lap of luxury. 
Jarrett looks at his watch. 


“Your dad... should have some good news of his own soon 
enough. I’m waiting to hear back from someone, then we 
can put all that landlord business behind us, once and for 
all,” he tells me, putting on his professional face for a 
moment to drive his point home before cocking a brow. 


I want to press him further. I do trust Jarret, but if he isn't 
the most frustrating person to deal with at times. 


The most frustrating, handsome and brilliant man I’ve ever 
met. 


“Now,” he says firmly, changing the subject. “Let’s get you 
out of those clothes. I can’t stand it when you try to cover 
up in front of me. 


He play fights me back onto the bed and despite my feigned 
attempts at looking serious about actually getting ready to 
go to a job I hate, least of all want, he succeeds in cheering 
me up the best way he knows how. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


J arrett 


I call up Beth’s boss, who doesn’t sound too thrilled about 
the short notice, but is more than satisfied at the figure I 
put on his inconvenience. 


I take down the address before heading back to the 
bathroom to join Beth, making a mental note to post or 
drop by with a cash check. 


“You’re officially fired,” I announce and she pokes her 
tongue out at me, then blows a stream of bubbles from her 
hands in my direction. 


“I feel bad still. Poor Tiffany,” she says, looking down for just 
a second before she jumps with a start, my hand finding her 
under the warm water. 


“Your boss was actually pretty nice about it. I don’t think 
he’s going to lose any sleep.” 


Probably go on a holiday I imagine. That waitress, Tiffany is 
it? She might be getting an anonymous check too. 


“Thank you,” she says, and I feel her hand in mine 
underwater as I kiss her. 


“Its weird, I know,” I tell her. “But you'll get used to it, 
Beth. I know you will. Once we get clear of these pesky little 
problems, you’ll see how great life can be. I promise.” 


How great our life will be. 


I’m about to climb into the tub myself, when my phone 
rings, again. 


I swear, once all this is over I’m switching that damned 
thing off for a month. 


It’s Bruno Carlotti, and he sounds cheerful for once. 


“Sharkey. Those men you sent, those so called thugs? 
They’re ready to roll over on their boss. They’ll do whatever 
you tell them, sign anything you put in front of them,” he 
says, wheezing slightly. 


“That’s great news, thank you Mr. Carlotti, I’m really 
grateful for your help,” I tell him, and I mean it. 


“Not at all, it was nothing. Just make sure that upstart 
Camberwell keeps his nose clean, out of my affairs anyway 
or else.” 


He hangs up, but that’s Bruno Carlotti. Short and sweet. 
And deadly. 


He owed me, and now I know I owe him, but it’s worth it. I 
get Beth and her dad has those clowns off his back. 


I think I might draw up some papers for those men to sign. 
Sort of insurance in case they get some courage back once 
the memory of their recent experience wears off. 


I hope he left them scratch-free like I asked, but no matter. 
The point’s been made and I know it’ll be enough to bend 
Camberwell, making sure he plays nice with Beth’s dad 
from now on and doesn’t try a stunt like this again. 


Mr. Carlotti and his family have long arms, and an even 
longer memory. Camberwell escaped him once. It’s my job 
to make sure he doesn’t forget that fact. 


I’ve only just put down my phone when it rings again. 
It’s Mr. Camberwell himself. 
Fancy that. 


“Alright, Sharkey. You’ve had your fun. Now call off your 
dogs. My men won’t even come out of their homes let alone 
come work for me. What did you do?” 


I chuckle silently to myself, wishing I could see the looks on 
their faces, but the tremor in his voice is reward enough. 


“On one condition. No. Two conditions,” I tell him slowly. 
Trying hard not to laugh and putting on my best deep and 
Serious voice. 


Beth’s humming in the bath and I can hear the splash of 
bathwater, so I go into my study and push the door almost 
fully closed behind me. 


Camberwell sighs. “What is it? What do you want?” 


“It’s pretty simple really. More like what I don’t want,” I say, 
snarling a bit as I’m reminded just how annoying this guy is. 


“You'll sign a new tenancy agreement for Mr. Shaw, 
Camberwell. One I’ll draft myself. You’ll get your rent, fair’s 
fair. But it'll be at a heavily reduced rate, to make up for the 
bullshit you’ve put these people through.” 


He sniffs on the other end of the line. 


“What else?” he asks gruffly, sounding relieved that’s all so 
far. 


“You'll stay out of Mr. Carlotti’s business interests, right 
away from them. Maybe in another state, I would 
recommend. If you know what’s good for you.” 


“The fuck’s Carlotti got to do with any of this?” he asks, the 
tremor in his voice returning. 


“Carlotti is my dog, you moron. The one you want called 
off?” I say dryly. 


“Bullshit,” he spits. “You’re full of shit, Sharkey.” 
“Try me. Just. Try me,” I tell him, waiting for his answer. 


“Alright... but I want full rent on those two properties,” he 
protests. 


“Half,” I tell him. “I can review that in six months if you play 
nice. No cops and no courts, Camberwell. You’re getting out 
of this way too easy. I’d take it with a little gratitude if I 
were you.” 


He growls but agrees and I hang up after telling him I’ll be 
seeing him real soon with some new paperwork for him to 
sign. 


Making another mental note to have those three goons of 
his sign some incriminating statements against him. I figure 
my Saturday is looking busy, might even be spilling over 
into Sunday at this rate. 


That’s okay. 


I don’t plan to keep my attorney door open for too much 
longer. 


Life suddenly has something else in it that interests me 
much, much more. 


Beth’s broken out into song by the time I get back to the 
bathroom, determined to join her this time, no more 
interruptions. 


I'll deal with that paperwork later on. 


She looks embarrassed as I come back in. “I can’t sing,” she 
confesses. 


She’s right, she can’t sing but I still think she sounds 
fantastic. She sounds like someone who’s finally relaxed and 
at home enough to express herself just how she wants. 


And that’s music to my ears. 


Now!” I announce. “Move over and let me get in for some of 
that tub lovin’ will ya,” 


Another phone starts ringing, just as my big toe hits the 
water. 


It’s the suite phone. The hotel calling. 


I decide to ignore it. Whatever it is, it can wait, but about a 
minute later, just as I’m settled in right behind Beth, there’s 
a vicious pounding and yelling from the front door. 


Thanks guys. Thanks for trying to warn me. 
I think I have a hunch who it might be too. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


B eth 


Jarrett groans, but it turns into a low growl of anger. 


“Well? I guess there was only one more person to deal 
with,” he says loudly as he sloshes out of the tub and grabs 
a towel, which he puts around his middle before he kisses 
my forehead. 


“You might wanna put a robe on,” he says, before moving 
confidently towards the terrible banging from the front 
door. 


I shrink down into the bath water, wishing it could hide me 
in a mountain of bubbles, but like Jarrett, I know who it is 
and we may as well get it over and done with. 


I decide to stay put, but once I hear Jarret’s low and calm 
voice overtaken by my dad’s shouting, I hustle to get out of 
the bath and dry myself quickly, wishing I had clothes handy 
instead of just a robe. 


I can hear Jarrett speaking firmly but calmly, but dad’s not 
having any of it. 


“Beth! Beth come out here this minute, I’m taking you 
home!” 


I cringe, this is worse than embarrassing. After all the help 
Jarrett’s given us, after everything I’ve been through with 
him, this will test it to the limit. 


Jarrett. This is my dad... Dad. This is Jarrett. 
Not exactly the introductions I was hoping for. 


Oh, by the way daddy, Jarrett and I are going to be living 
together from now on. 


I feel like I’m shrinking, but as soon as I see Jarret, I stand 
taller. I walk over to him, standing beside him as he calmly 
waits for my dad to finish losing his shit. 


Jarrett looks away from my dad just long enough to catch 
my eye, and I slip my hand into his and he gives it a firm 
squeeze. 


“Beth? What the hell are you doing? You'll put some clothes 
on and you'll get downstairs with me, right this minute,” he 
says, his voice getting higher but I’m not budging and 
neither is Jarrett. 


He carries on for another full minute, at least. His eyes 
going from Jarrett’s to mine, then to Jarrett’s body and then 
back to mine before he finally runs out of steam. 


He suddenly stops mid-sentence and flushes bright red. 


“Why aren’t either of you saying anything?” he asks, looking 
more confused than angry by now. 


“Beth?” he asks me, a tear in his eye. 


“Why don’t you come in, Mr. Shaw?” Jarrett says gently, 
holding the door open and ushering him in before closing it. 


“TIl go get changed, Beth. Maybe you and your dad...” he 
suggests, pointing with his chin toward the living room. 


Before he goes, he pulls me close and whispers to me. “I’m 
proud of you, Beth. So proud right now.” 


I feel my heart swell and I flush with nothing but love for my 
man, making it a lot easier to take my dad through, sit him 
down and have a little talk before Jarrett rejoins us. 


Jarrett takes his time, and when he comes into the lounge, 
it’s like he’s a different man. The same man, just better. 


Not that there was anything wrong with the other Jarrett. 


For the first time, apart from his photo, I see Jarrett in a 
suit and fully groomed. Even his shoes are shined. 


He looks and smells like something straight out of a 
Hollywood courtroom drama, and he has the presence to 
make my dad change his tune pretty darn quick. 


I’ve only just had time to make sure dad’s alright, and to tell 
him yes, there is something between Jarrett and me but 
that’s my business. I’m an adult now. 


And I feel all woman when Jarrett sits down next to me. 


“Mr. Shaw, I-” Jarrett starts to say apologetically, but dad 
interrupts him. 


“No, Mr. Sharkey. I’m the one who should be apologizing... 
I’m sorry for causing a scene. I was just so worried about 
Beth,” he says, and dad takes my hand, the tear in his eye 
spilling over and running down his cheek. 


“I’m fine dad. It was Jarrett, Mr. Sharkey who saved me. 
Those men were trying to get into the house, and he took 
care of them, all by himself,” I tell him. 


“You... took care of them?” my dad swallows, and Jarrett 
gives one of his winning smiles, chuckling softly. 


“T did. But they’re fine, don’t worry. Like I said, Mr. Shaw.” 


“Call me Arnold,” my dad says sheepishly, still holding my 
hand as I stroke his hair back and give him a peck on the 
cheek. 


Poor dad. He does love to worry about me. 


“Arnold,” Jarrett continues. “I’ve managed to negotiate a 
new lease agreement with your landlord Mr. Camberwell. 
Now, it’s a reduced rate and comes with his assurance that 
you won’t be bothered by him or his men ever again.” 


I feel my own jaw drop, wondering just how, let alone when 
Jarrett managed to pull all this off. 


All while getting me off at least three, or is it four times? 
“But... but...” dad stammers, unable to form a sentence. 


“I know, I know, I have been a little slow in arranging the 
actual paperwork, but we should have it by the end of this 
weekend. Monday at the latest,” he says, shooting me a 
little wink as dad puts his head in both his hands. 


“But how?” Dad asks. “Camberwell said he’d ruin me. He 
had the leases all signed with those higher rates. I was 
dumb enough to sign them. How the hell did you...” 


“Tt was Beth, really,” Jarrett tells him. “She came to me and 
explained the situation. I figured being more discreet was 
more useful than dragging it through civil court 
proceedings.” 


“Which we would have lost,” Dad says, matter of fact and I 
quickly look to Jarrett, who’s nodding. 


I feel like he’s been protecting me from that truth the whole 
time, silently working towards solving our problem instead 
of weighing me down with them. 


I sigh, and shivering, feel a shudder of warmth for my man. 
Wanting him now more than ever. Counting the seconds 
until we’re alone again, but my dad’s not done yet, 
unfortunately. 


“And what about all this other business?” he asks Jarrett 
coldly. “Have you saved me from ruin, only to help yourself 
to my daughter in the process?” he asks angrily, tensing up 
but Jarrett only seems to relax at the idea put to him. 


“That was not my intention nor my motive for helping you, 
Arnold. I can understand it might be difficult for you to-” 


“You missed work today, Beth. How are we going to get by, 
even at half the rent if you stop working?” Dad says, but his 
face falls again, then his eyes narrow as he turns to Jarrett 
again, standing up. 


“You’ve ruined me, you snake! I’ve just exchanged one 
crook for another. If you think I’m going to let you take my 
daughter from me. Just because you set one thing right 
doesn’t give you free rein to take whatever you like!” he 
cries out loud. 


“It’s shark, Arnold. Not snake. And I haven’t taken anything 
that didn’t belong to me in the first place,” Jarrett says 
coolly. 


“Dad, Jarrett. C’mon, stop this. Let’s all sit down and act 
like adults instead of kids,” I hear myself telling them both. 


Jarrett’s okay with it, but dad’s too hurt for words, I can tell. 


“What are you gonna do for money?” Dad asks me, then 
looking around the suite, he scoffs. “Are you gonna live off 


Mr. Rich lawyer here, until he gets tired of you? Until he 
decides he wants to move on to his next conquest?” 


“Enough!” Jarrett snarls, pounding his fist on the coffee 
table, making us both jump, and it’s his turn to stand up, 
towering over my dad. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


J arrett 


Arnold’s not a bad guy. I just wish he’d stop making out like 
I’m some kind of monster, just because Beth and I found 
each other. Or is it because she’s finally realizing she’s nota 
little girl anymore? 


She’s a grown woman who can make her own mind up. 


Saving his rump from Camberwell hasn’t won me too much 
favor with him, which is up to him I guess but if he thinks he 
can stand in my house and suggest my intentions towards 
Beth are anything but honorable then I’ve got a problem 
with that. 


I’m gonna need to set him straight on that point. 


“T’ve been pretty patient with you so far, Arnold. For Beth’s 
sake,” I tell him. “But don’t barge your way into my home 
and start telling me what I am and what I’m not.” 


He looks down at his feet. 


“T love your daughter, Arnold. I loved her the moment I laid 
eyes on her and if you or anyone else has a problem with 
that, then that’s too bad.” 


I’m waiting for Beth to chime in, but she’s looking at me 
now, waiting to hear what else I have to say, and suddenly I 
feel nervous. 


I thought I might wait a while, maybe take our time to ease 
into things living together full time, but seeing as 
everything’s been brought to a head, seeing as her dad’s 
right here and getting all up in my business about it... 


“T just don’t think an eighteen year old girl and a-” Arnold 
starts to say, between gritted teeth, eyeing the doorway and 
then looking at Beth again. 


But she cuts him off. 


“Don’t try and cheapen this dad. Jarrett does love me, more 
than you’ll know and he’s just saved both of us from not 
only financial ruin, but physical danger.” 


She stands up too and comes over to join me at my side, 
taking my hand in hers again, looking up at me. “I love 
Jarrett, Dad. Age is just a number and I’m sorry if you don’t 
like it, but it’s what I’ve decided. Jarrett and I are going to 
move in together,’ she announces, and I feel my hand 
squeeze hers tighter. 


“I do appreciate what you’ve done, Jarrett. I really do. But 
this is something entirely different,” her dad implores, 
looking back to his daughter. 


“Just... take some time to think it through, Beth. Come 
home and we can talk about it.” 


I hear myself bristling at the idea of her leaving. I feel my 
patience wearing thin. 


“T think Beth’s staying here with me today, Arnold,” I growl. 
He opens his mouth to speak again but I silence him. 


“And every day after that,” I tell him, then turning to Beth, I 
take her hand up to my lips and kiss it. 


“As my wife.” 


I’m not sure which one to help sit down first, because they 
both look like they’re about to faint. 


Sitting them both down, I take hold of Beth’s hand again, 
and kneeling in front of her, with her father as a witness to 
my request, I formally ask that he give us his blessing, not 
his judgment. 


And I ask the woman I know I truly love, with all my heart, 
to spend the rest of our days together. 


“T want you to be my wife, Beth. Nothing less. I know it’s 
happened so quickly but just say you will.. just tell me yes.” 


Her dad groans as she pumps her head, stammering the 
word ‘yes’ before I pick her up and spin her around, holding 
her tighter than ever now that I know she’ll be mine 
forever. 


Arnold looks gutted, but I don’t want him to feel bad. This is 
the happiest day of my life and I know that although it’s a 
shock, in time he’ll come to see how much I love Beth and 
how much better all our lives will be. 


“Don’t look so glum, Arnold,” I tell him, holding out my hand 
to shake his, which he takes feebly. 


“T want you to give me something I’ve never had either... a 
dad.” 


His puzzled face turns to a smile as Beth whispers 
something in his ear. 


“Jarrett and I will both be the parents we never had, before 
you came along,” Beth says. “But you'll always be my dad, 
no matter what.” 


“You’re an orphan too?” Arnold asks me and I nod in the 
affirmative. He gets a little redder, a little more emotional 
too as he kneads his hands in front of himself, shifting his 
weight in his seat. 


“T never told you why I adopted you Beth... Apart from how 
beautiful you were, how beautiful you still are,” he tells her. 


“T know what it’s like to grow up feeling alone too. I was 
adopted myself at an early age, and I swore I’d do the best I 
could, in the place of someone who thought they couldn’t. I 
just don’t want you to think I didn’t try, Beth. I love you so 
much.” 


Both of us on our knees, Beth and I put our arms around 
him, a new family where moments ago there were only 
three grown orphans. 


“You did good Arnold. You did good,” I tell him, choking 
back my own tears as both his and Beth’s make me feel 
more welcome than I ever have, anywhere in my whole life. 


After lunch together in the restaurant, I take Beth and 
Arnold back to my office and draft the new lease agreement 
for his two buildings. 


I also draw up some statements for those three thugs of 
Camberwell to sign, which they do. 


Each one fully listing their involvement in his shady 
dealings. Eyewitness and incriminating statements for both 


sides, which I assure them Ill keep safely locked away, as 
long as they straighten out and start acting like real men. 


Camberwell signs off on the leases, announcing he’s taking 
my advice and taking a break from his business dealings in 
the area, deciding to try his luck in another state. 


Arnold can breathe easy. He has his workshop and his 
home, rent at a bargain rate for some time to come and he’s 
gained a son in the same week that he’s found out just how 
good a job he did raising his daughter just right. 


“So... you don’t see yourself as my new secretary?” I ask 
Beth, hooking my thumbs together behind her waist and 
pulling her towards me. 


She screws her face up. 


“Nah. I don’t think you telling me what to do all day would 
work,” she says, smiling. A thoughtful twinkle shines in her 
eye. 


“Hmmm. Then I think I just went out of business, no more 
new clients at least. I’m terrible at typing,” I tell her. “Any 
ideas?” 


“There is an empty building next door,” she suggests. “I 
noticed it has a big kitchen.” 


“Yes, I know the place,” I murmur. I should, I own it. 


“You did say my brownies were pretty good,” she says 
thoughtfully, pecking my cheek. 


“And I do look pretty fetching in an apron,” I add. 


I think I know where she’s going with this, and it's fine by 
me. Anything that keeps my woman happy and close to me, 
anything she wants. 


It’s hers. 


It’s all for her. 
Forever. 


“T love you, Beth,” I tell her, after letting her know that next 
door has a bedroom upstairs too. 


“And I love you more,” she says, biting her lower lip, 
whispering in my ear, asking me to show her the bedroom 
upstairs next door. 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


B eth 


“T told you that you needed the shark,” Tiffany says, taking 
credit once again for my perfect life. 


“What I need is those muffins and bagels ready before the 
next rush,” I tell her firmly, and we both giggle at me trying 
to sound like a boss. Even though we’re both the boss now. 


“T got this,” Tiff says. “And in case I haven’t told you lately, 
thank you,” she chimes before disappearing in a whirlwind 
of flour, trays and baked goods. 


She doesn’t have to thank me, or Jarrett, but she does. 
Every day. She won’t let either of us forget the opportunity 
to join me as partner in our own diner. A dream she says 
she’s had since she was a girl. 


Weird. 


She does most of the work out front. I do some baking, but 
mostly look after the upstairs bedroom. Especially after the 
lunch time rush. It always leaves me feeling so tired, I 
usually need a nap. 


Luckily, hubby Jarrett works right next door and he often 
comes to see how my napping is going. 


I caved in eventually too, playing secretary for him when he 
feels rushed off his feet, which is almost never, but he does 
like to chase me around his desk occasionally. 


I don’t expect him to remember... okay, he’d better 
remember. But he hasn’t mentioned it all day so I’m hoping 
my nap time today brings a little more than my regular 
surprise of Jarret’s magic inside me. 


I hear the last of the lunch rush dying down, I’ve picked out 
and put on a see through ensemble for my nap. I’m waiting 
upstairs for him, just like every other day, but no Jarrett. 


He did mention something about maybe seeing dad today, 
to help him with something. But I’m sure he was in his 
office a little while ago, last time I looked in on him. 


I’m not mad, just curious. And also in desperate need of my 
lunch o’clock dose of my man Jarrett. 


Taking a look out the window, just to check if his car’s still 
here, I see him lugging something carefully from out of the 
back of his car. 


Something wooden, and heavy. 


A gust of wind picks up the packing blanket covering 
whatever it is he’s carrying. 


When I see it, I let out a little squeak of joy, and feel my 
heart about to burst. Then I ‘aww’ to myself. 


Straight away I can tell it’s a combined effort. Jarrett’s idea 
and dad’s handiwork. Or has Jarrett been working on it all 
this time? All those visits to my dad. I knew they were up to 
something. 


It’s a solid timber bassinet. 
But I’m not even... 


I do the math, it’s a year to the day, sure but I’m working 
out something else. 


With a gasp, I rush to the bathroom, unwrapping a fresh 
test from the cartons I have stowed away under the vanity 
unit. 


I went through a stage of testing myself almost every day. I 
think it was making Jarrett feel like he wasn’t performing 
once I hadn’t fallen pregnant after our first few months 
together, even after the wedding and honeymoon, which I 
spent pretty much horizontal. 


I figure I have to go anyway, and hope Jarrett will be up any 
minute. 


I remind myself to overlook the fact I’ve already 
accidentally seen my ‘surprise’. 


I’ve always wanted to be a mom. To know what it feels like 
and to have someone growing inside me. Someone I could 
teach as well as learn from as we both grow older and 
wiser. 


But as I sit on the edge of the bath, watching the test turn 
from white to blue, I only think of Jarret. How proud he’ll be 
of his daughter or his son. How much love he’ll shower 
them with, how much of his strength he’ll shelter them 
with, just by being himself. No special effort required. 


I know he’s going to be the world’s greatest dad for our 
child. 


Or children. 


The sound of his steps break me from my reverie and I 
notice I’m bawling hot tears of happiness as I sit there. 


I hear the door, and he calls my name, rushing into the 
bathroom once he hears me crying and I just manage to slip 
the positive test out of sight from him. 


Wanting suddenly to have my own surprise for him. 
For us both on our anniversary. 


“Beth? What’s wrong? I didn’t forget, honest. I was just 
picking something up. A surprise,” he says, looking so hurt 
at the thought he’s upset me by thinking I thought he’d 
forgotten our special day. 


“What is it?” I ask, sniffing as he moves over, hugging me to 
him as I sit on the edge of the bath. 


“T was gonna ask you to come see... but... if you’re upset... 
Aww. I’m sorry Beth, I didn’t forget, honest I didn’t!” he 
insists, and my tears of joy have some laughter mixed in 
with them now. 


I have to show him. I can’t stand the sight of him thinking 
he’s upset me when he hasn’t. 


“Jarrett,” I whisper, holding out the test for him to see. 


“Happy anniversary... daddy.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


THREE YEARS LATER 


J arrett 


“Pll go,” I tell her, kissing her head as she murmurs 
something before drifting back to sleep. 


If she wasn’t so tired, if it wasn’t the early hours of the 
morning, she’d tell me I always go. 


I try to anyway. Any chance I get to hold my beautiful 
babies, I’m there. 


Any chance I get to give their mommy a break, give her the 
rest she deserves, Ill take it. 


“Tt’s just a tooth,” Beth keeps telling me. “He’s a little late 
but that’s what’s making him so crabby.” 


I spent so long thinking something might be wrong, 
worrying without wanting to worry his mommy, but when 
little Rex nearly took my finger off, I had to admit it might 
be his teeth coming through. 


“Just a little shark, eh? Just like your old man,” I whisper to 
him, breathing in how good he smells as I pick him up, 


grateful when he stops crying so hard. 


It hurts me when they cry. Makes me feel helpless. Beth’s 
stronger with that sort of thing, but I don’t like it when I 
can’t stop their reason for crying or if I don’t know what it 
is. 


But for now, Rex is settling down, sucking and gnawing on 
my finger. Living up to his namesake. 


He’s not due for a feed, but just as I feel Rex giving in to 
sleep again, I hear the stirrings of somebody who is. 


Matilda’s breathing gets faster, than she kicks off her 
blanket and before I can get Rex settled in his own cot, 
she’s bawling which wakes Rex up. Startles him and in no 
time I have two beautiful, screaming babies to make happy 
again. 

Rex’s sister, a bit like her mom, loves her sleep but when 
she needs to feed, there’s no way of getting out of it. 


I scoop her up, and trying to keep as quiet as I can, make 
my way down to the kitchen when we all meet mommy in 
the hallway. She’s smiling a yawn, stretching a little as she 
holds out both her arms. 


“Trying to have all the fun to yourself, eh?” she teases as 
she gives me a soft kiss, then kisses both Rex and Matilda. 


Straight away, they’re both silent. 


Always perfect angels for mommy, until they know they’ve 
got what they want, then they usually start up again. 


But I’m still worried about Rex. 


“Matilda was never this bad with her teeth,” I whisper, both 
of us creeping into our own kitchen like a couple of 
prowlers. 


I fix Matilda a bottle while Beth settles herself into a chair 
to feed Rex, even though he’s not due. 


“This’ll help,” she yawns, then jumps a little, wincing as the 
baby shark tries out his new jaws. 


“Jarrett? Bottle,” she reminds me, noticing me standing 
there, staring slack jawed at her exposed chest. 


“Roger that,” I murmur, and set about getting Matilda’s 
bottle, just in time for her to be fast asleep again once it’s 
ready. 


“You want something?” I whisper softly to my wife. 


She narrows her eyes thoughtfully, trying to prophesy what 
might be in the refrigerator that she actually wants. 


“Chicken or brownie?” I ask her, helping her out. 


“Both,” she says with conviction, and in a moment, there’s a 
plate of brownies and cold chicken on the table. 


I hover, jiggling Matilda as she sleeps and watch with 
wonder as my son feeds from his mother, who I’m glad to 
see enjoying her fill of her own cooking for a change as well 
as nourishing our son. 


The silence of the dimly lit house. The stillness of the night 
broken only by our own soft sounds, the subtle mechanics of 
raising a family, feeding and bonding at all hours. 


“Whatcha thinking?” Beth asks. 


“What I did to deserve all this... to have the three most 
precious things in the world all to myself,” I tell her without 
even having to think. 


“T love you baby,” she tells me, and motions me over for a 
kiss. 


“And I love you, Beth. I love all of you.” 


I get chicken, brownie and Beth, all in one go. It’s the best 
kind of kiss, these late night feedings. The shallow little 
puffs of breath from our two kids. The dreamy look in her 
eye as she feeds one or both. 


It’s the closest thing I think there is to true peace. Real 
love. 


It's home and it’s all ours. 


My darling wife and my two babies, our daughter and our 
son. 


My family. 


The one thing I thought I’d never have turns out to be the 
greatest treasure I get every day. Made all the more special 
by the distant memory of the time I had to serve without it. 


Waiting for what was truly mine. 
Beth. Rex. Matilda. 


Forever. 
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